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    If you did, thank you. Thank you for respecting me and other authors for their hard work, understanding this is our job, and while we love it, we do deserve to be compensated for all the hours, and hours, and hours we put into it. 
 
      
 
    If you did not… Go buy one! You are a thief and your parents and grandparents and cute animals all around the world are ashamed of you. There is no justification for committing this crime because it is a crime, no different than walking into a physical bookstore, taking a print copy off the shelf, and walking out of the store without paying for it.  
 
      
 
    There is no such thing as a victimless crime. If you truly believe that, you’ve never been a victim. And the victims aren’t only the authors, but the fans who lose authors that quit over our constantly being stolen from and mistreatment. Mistreating the authors that write the books you like or read—not liking them isn’t an excuse for theft, it’s just extra weird then—that’s not a fan. Fans leave reviews to support. Fans send messages of love. Fans… Well fans are nice. Be nice. 
 
      
 
    There are lots of ways to fight ebook piracy, reporting the site even if you’re not the copyright holder is always a good option. If you want to help in the fight, Google it and you can see there are many ways. 
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    Too many now know she’s Soraya Warloc, only heir to the high elder, and now de facto leader of the enchanters. The list of people who want more than she’s willing to give is increasing, and she starts to tune it and everyone out. It’s overwhelming to constantly hear she’s not doing enough while no one is offering to step up and help. And with Beltane right around the corner, her schedule’s already packed with what her coven needs. 
 
    A dark spirit shows up in Chicago and is hunting a specific prey. Soraya is called in, and not only is she upset that there will be a lot more dead with the evil that was summoned, but something is wrong with Detective Hunt.  
 
    Unfortunately, Soraya has more on her plate than worrying over one person and lacking in the relationship experience to know what to do. But when she’s pulled in every direction and feels like she’s going to break, will the right person step up to help her or let everyone bury her in demands? 
 
    The Enchantress is a fast paced ride of sexy fun while balancing the needs of her coven, police investigations, work, supes, and the world that wants so much from her and still trying to move on from the past to find the love we all deserve. 
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    After the tribunal and I had to return to normal life, the reality of too much hit me and hit me hard in the gut. I retreated on instinct, taking a few steps back… Fine, several steps back, but there also kept being more added that made me retreat into myself more. 
 
    First, the situation with the enchanter elder heirs was insane. I called a meeting right after like I’d said, and almost immediately it turned into people screaming at me, screaming at each other, and—toddlers acted better behaved from what I’d seen. I doubted they noticed when I left a note telling them I wouldn’t return until they started acting like adults before popping away. 
 
    Second, I couldn’t find my mother’s spirit. I had agreed not to send her back without us talking, but now I’d tried to find her and she was nowhere. I figured maybe she didn’t want to wait with the thousands of spirits that always stay around the coven house, but she wasn’t anywhere else I would have thought to find her either. Maybe she’d gone to find her brother? 
 
    My gut told me it wasn’t that and something bad. It couldn’t have been she’d simply moved on when she wanted to speak to me. I was never that lucky. 
 
    Third, there had been a huge shakeup in the CPD, and Chicago and people were angry. Demanding. Assholes mostly. Instead of remembering all I and my coven did for Chicago, they were pissed we’d cleaned some subway stations for New York. They were throwing fits and “reminding” us of everything they did for us. 
 
    Which was a list of bullshit. They did nothing. They didn’t protest or actively try to hurt us, which seemed to be their next plan, and I warned the mayor in very harsh language if any of that started I would activate the barrier. 
 
    I checked out after that, but I’d caught a few interviews from the singers and bands we’d had perform at the tribunal. One talked about what we’d done for his baby, another his vocal chords, and the other about saving her from her dirty security.  
 
    That should all be good and have people praise us, right? 
 
    Wrong. We got raked over the coals for helping a famous guy’s baby and not every baby. We couldn’t win, and I was tired of it. I was exhausted and just at my limit.  
 
    Plus, it was now spring and there was a lot of work ramping up. Oils could be stored for a while after being bespelled, but harvests did not keep, so that meant I was done with the winter slower times.  
 
    Yes, that had actually been slower times in the winter. 
 
    And we needed more as our sales were through the roof with too much starting to be on backorder, which I didn’t like. The more areas we branched into, the rise was ridiculous, but we were pissing off some very dangerous people. Pharmaceutical companies were not happy we could do what their pills and chemicals did but without side effects. 
 
    Part of me wondered if this new wave of unrest and everything against us had someone like them pulling the strings. It sounded like a conspiracy theory, but after the last huge conspiracy we’d uncovered that we were still cleaning up, I didn’t think it was that farfetched. 
 
    I felt the tingle up my spine and made my phone appear, speaking to the dispatcher at Paranormal Investigations that let me know it was a case flagged for me to handle. I got the specifics and the text of the address. With the flick of my wrist, I changed my clothes and made my bag I brought to crime scenes and others’ problems appear.  
 
    I popped over to the address and flinched when I saw it was a hospital. There were several reasons a crime scene would be there flagged for me, but I prayed it wasn’t one in particular. I just wasn’t in the mood, really, I wasn’t. 
 
    Except it was. 
 
    And it was in Chicago.  
 
    Awesome, just fucking awesome. 
 
    I thanked the officer who held the crime scene tape up for me as I entered the psych ward. My heart hurt as I saw people in several different doorways, meaning multiple rooms were the actual crime scene.  
 
    Ducking into the first, I nodded to Connie, one of our seasoned investigators. I went over to the body on the bed and after slipping on my crime scene gloves ran my fingers over the rope marks on the victim’s neck. 
 
    I turned to the room and muttered under my breath. Almost instantly there was a flare of colors, and I bit back several choice curse words when I saw the mixture of a certain spirit. 
 
    “I was right to call, yes?” Connie checked, sighing when I nodded. “I sort of hoped I was wrong.” 
 
    “Yeah, me too,” I grumbled. “Why did you check for the trace?” 
 
    “There’s a dozen bodies, Soraya. A suicide in a psych ward isn’t unheard of, but twelve in one night can only be a few things. I checked the moment I was on scene like you did.” 
 
    “Sorry,” I muttered when I heard the edge to her voice like I doubted her. “I wasn’t doubting you. I was really just hoping there weren’t so many bodies and obvious.” 
 
    “Yeah, me too.” She gave me an understanding look and stepped out so I had a moment to gather myself. This was going to be a shitty case. 
 
    Then again, I was always called in on shitty cases. I never got the easy or light ones. 
 
    I checked the trace again, thinking of how to explain it best to the police before heading to the main area where everyone else seemed to be waiting. I did a double take when I saw Detective Remy Hunt, not having put together he might be there, as it was in Chicago and he was with CPD’s Supernatural Police Squad, but also at the hurt and anger in his aura. 
 
    What was that about? 
 
    “How much have you told them?” I asked Connie, smiling when she snorted. Right, no one wanted to hear from them when I was called in. Why listen to the employees when the boss was coming?  
 
    “Do you know what we’re dealing with?” Hunt muttered, pulling out his notebook and pen while very obviously not looking at me. 
 
    It made me want to ask if he was okay, but then again this was our first crime scene together since we’d become involved, so maybe he was nervous and wanted to keep things professional? I could do that. 
 
    And check nothing was wrong later. 
 
    “Yes, it’s a ciemny tygrys,” I answered. 
 
    “And what is that?” 
 
    I blew a raspberry. “A fucking headache and a half.” I flipped my long blonde hair over my shoulder. “It’s Polish for ‘dark tiger.’” I made the gesture to back up. “Tiger shifters used to cull their weak. Normally it was someone who had a late or bad shift. There were other reasons, but it was voted on by the Alpha and pride elders. That is the main reason there aren’t many of them.” 
 
    “Because the stress of worrying you might get culled would be enough to screw up a lot of young ones and their shifts,” Ellie, an elf on Hunt’s team, muttered in disgust. “How anyone can rationally justify culling their own is insane.” 
 
    “It is,” I agreed. “The culling was seen as a gentle death as opposed to struggling in life that they wouldn’t survive. It was a kindness to them.” I shrugged when I received several disbelieving looks. “This was a long time ago, before I was even born, so I can’t tell you what they were thinking. I was maybe fifty the last time I heard of a pride culling and the elders were swift and harsh in punishing.” 
 
    “Good,” Hunt muttered. “Okay, so these spirits are culling in death?” 
 
    I bit back a smile that he quickly put it together, his intelligence something I found ridiculously sexy. “There used to also be arranged marriages. Hell, there still is in other parts of the world. There was a pride in Poland that the youngest of six was a girl and she was to be mated off to the Alpha of another pride. The story goes she hated him, terrified of him from the moment they met and what he wanted from her. 
 
    “But her parents ignored her, excited for the match, and women were nothing but possessions back then to use and abuse. Her five older brothers did listen however. One also overheard their sister begging her maid and best friend to purchase poison for her so she had a way out instead of being mated to an abusive and controlling man.  
 
    “Instead, he told his siblings, and the brothers made a pact that they would take the mark on their souls for her death, doing her the kindness instead of allowing her to struggle in a life she wouldn’t survive. They thought it better than allowing her soul to be damned for all eternity for committing suicide.” 
 
    “Or, you know, they could have fucking helped her escape the mating or something rational,” Ellie muttered, shaking her head.  
 
    I agreed, but there wasn’t anything I could do about that now. “They did more than mark their souls as they spilled innocent blood of their own family. I don’t know what deal was made or how they became different than any other soul who did that, but they all died at the same time, some theorizing the pact was of blood and binding word. I don’t know.” 
 
    “So a ciemny tygrys is one of these brothers?” Hunt asked, his voice hinting that sounded like a bit of a stretch. 
 
    “Yes, and I know this because I have imprisoned three of the five brothers,” I told him firmly. “Unfortunately it’s a fucking joke to catch them. They are not a normal spirit, and the power they can gather when called is terrifying.” I gestured back to the rooms behind me with the bodies. “If it’s at this level, it breezed through here like the biblical spirit of death that killed the firstborn sons or whatever.” 
 
    “And a ciemny tygrys is easy to call,” Connie added. “It’s like Baba Yaga where it’s a Russian folklore that people brush off as fake or don’t read the fine print of calling her or her sisters. The legend is she protects young women who have been mistreated by men and grants them vengeance.” 
 
    “Yeah, but no one ever seems to remember the price is their souls,” I drawled. “But she’s right. Ciemny tygrys is a Polish legend that talks of spirits as fierce as tigers riding on the darkness of night and taking out those who are weak of heart, mind, or body. And as we know from religious zealots and more, not everything is translated properly or brains used. 
 
    “The last time I dealt with a ciemny tygrys the woman thought it would kill all the bullies in her village that were raping women and using weapons as if that made them too physically weak to do it. That’s not the truth, and instead it killed those who had thoughts of suicide. It starts with those who are currently thinking it or considering it, but when its power ramps up, it will kill any who ever thought it.” 
 
    “Shit, I’d be dead,” Hunt muttered, wincing as he realized what he’d admitted. 
 
    “Me too,” I said at the same time as Ellie and Connie. Life was hard, and there were times most people at least thought of it, hurt and in a dark place. No one had a completely blessed life of rainbows and roses where darkness never appeared. 
 
    “What else do we need to know?” Hunt asked after a few moments we all got lost in our heads. 
 
    I flipped my hair over my shoulder again, knowing I did that like a cat flicking its tail to show it was agitated, but it was hard not to be when something was killing and targeting innocents. This wasn’t how people like to start their days after all.  
 
    “They used to only be summoned on a full moon, the time shifters are strongest, but as time and years and the amount of times people called them added up, they no longer need that.” 
 
    “But they’re still only here for twenty-seven days like the lunar cycle, right?” Connie asked. 
 
    “Yes, and you cannot catch them the first week, as they haven’t ‘fully formed’ in a manner of speaking, so you try and catch air,” I answered. “As much as it’s horrible that this will continue, the best time to catch them is those last seven days.” I waved off what Ellie and Hunt opened their mouths to say. “This wasn’t the first time it killed. We have to find the beginning. 
 
    “If we don’t, we could miss it and not be able to catch it at all. After twenty-seven days it goes back to Hades or wherever and takes the one who summoned it with them. It also can only work within a certain area. The last one was strong enough to have a fifty mile radius. We have to find that center where it was summoned from, as that’s how to catch it.” 
 
    “So we need to review any suicides in the past month to be safe?” Hunt asked. 
 
    “Yes. We build a map from there.” 
 
    “How will you know which count?” 
 
    I thought of how to explain it. “You saw when we peeled back the layers of chi when the former CPD police chief’s cousin was killing and framing us. You know we can see auras. It’s like a combination of that. Not trace elements, but we use a spell that shows more than what you can see in the room.” 
 
    “It’s like scenting a room but visually and for what can’t be scented like spirits,” Connie added, and I nodded. 
 
    “It doesn’t always work, and we can’t see just any soul or spirit but those with power and normally have been summoned. It’s how we track demons especially when they possess someone.” 
 
    “Got it,” Hunt muttered as he jotted it all down. “Anything else?” 
 
    I rubbed my tired neck, having a fleeting thought of wishing he would rub it for me instead of this tension I was feeling from him. “Connie, have Helen station someone from PI in every psych ward and mental institution in the area, including suburbs. It won’t like other magic and will avoid it. Unfortunately, it won’t not kill for the night, but one body is better than twelve.” 
 
    “There’s no way to prevent it?” Ellie checked, looking horrified. 
 
    “No,” I whispered, swallowing loudly. “When the moon reaches peak each night it’s on this plane, it will kill. Nothing will stop it until it’s caught or its time here is over. You can’t get everyone who’s ever thought of suicide to safety, as most would not take that seriously or yell at us that we weren’t doing more like with the ghouls. I can’t even send up an alarm over this or evacuate Chicago?” 
 
    “No, you can’t,” Hunt agreed, looking about as grim as I felt.  
 
    What else was there to do? Even if we tried, people wouldn’t believe us… Or blame us. Most times they blamed us.  
 
    My mood felt as dark as the ciemny tygrys when I left the crime scene to let them handle the rest. 
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    I popped over to Hunt at lunchtime, realizing I’d backed away for too long and the hurt I’d seen in his aura was bothering me. He flinched as I appeared on his desk but didn’t even look at me, still writing in the file in front of him. 
 
    “What can I do for you, Ms. Devil?” he asked in a clipped tone. 
 
    “Ms. Devil?” I asked. 
 
    “Well, I assumed you were here for the case. Fuck knows you don’t see me personally and the only reason I’m seeing you now is I’m on a case flagged for you to handle.” 
 
    That wasn’t unfair, so I swallowed my normal snide response. “I warned you that I needed to take a step back.” 
 
    “You’ve been avoiding me. That’s a bit more than a step back. Plus, it’s been weeks.”  
 
    “I’ve been a bit lost in my head,” I admitted, not wanting to confess just how overwhelmed I’d been. He opened his mouth but then closed it, glancing around. “I put up a privacy bubble. No one will see or hear us.” 
 
    He stopped writing finally. “Do you want to take the collar off of me?” 
 
    I flinched, not having seen that coming. “If you want it off, I will take it off. I told you that.” 
 
    “I don’t want it off.” The pen in his hand snapped, and he tossed it in the trash. “I love you. I want you however I can get you, but we live in the same building and I haven’t even spoken to you in weeks. You avoid me. You don’t return my calls or messages. It seems rather apparent you want the collar off.” 
 
    “I don’t. I’m sorry. I didn’t realize how badly I was… Neglecting you.” Was that the right word for it? “I thought we could have lunch.” 
 
    “Lunch?” he asked, his tone not hiding his disbelief, still not looking at me.  
 
    I locked onto a thought of what would help. “I thought a lunch pass since I’ve been bad.” 
 
    “Wearing that?” he pushed, his tone still upset and hard. “I don’t even deserve anything nicer?” 
 
    I glanced down at my normal professional attire I still had on from the crime scene. I caught another thought of what he wanted, shrugging and using my power to change into a sexy school girl costume complete with super short skirt, thigh high stockings, and heels. I even wore pigtails for him. 
 
    “I get a lunch hour pass?” he checked, waiting until I nodded. I yelped as he yanked me off the desk and moved me over his lap. His hand landed on my naked ass so hard that the slap echoed through the room. “Why? Why, Soraya?” 
 
    “Why what?” I asked, biting my lip when he spanked me again. He didn’t say anything for another ten hits, and by then my ass was burning. “I will answer, I just don’t get what you’re asking.” 
 
    “Why are you punishing me?” he rasped before hitting me again. “Taking a step back shouldn’t be a punishment. Did I do something? Did I not please you? Why cut me off completely?” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I whispered, shocked by the hurt coming from him. “I didn’t realize it was so long. I was… There’s been a lot, Hunt.” I moaned as several more slaps hit my ass. “I’m sorry!” 
 
    He stood and laid me on the desk, leaning over me as his hand flew again and again as he spoke. “You made me need you, crave you, love you, and become addicted to you, and then you just cut me off. No explanation. No anything but me wondering what I’d done wrong. You made me your pet and abandoned me!” 
 
    “I didn’t mean to,” I gasped as he hit more than my ass. I spread my legs a bit wider to maybe get more, but he growled, shoving a few fingers in me. 
 
    “How many have felt this while you cut me off? How many have fucked you while I hurt?” he demanded, shoving them in deeper. “You tell me never to touch another woman, and yet you cut me off. You don’t even include me or let me watch. Just nothing. You’re being a horrible master!”  
 
    I might have snapped at him, but I heard the tears in his voice. He pulled out his fingers and spanked me several more times. “I’m sorry. You’re right that I have been. You’re my first pet and I wasn’t… I’m used to being all on my own, Hunt.” 
 
    “I could have helped,” he snarled, smacking more than my ass. “Don’t I always help? Haven’t I done everything to show I want to help you?” 
 
    “Yes, yes, I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” I chanted as he kept hitting me. I moaned as I orgasmed, shocked I was so into this when it was him and willing to be punished. I was normally the one punishing people, but I had enough humility to know I was wrong this time. I had hurt him.  
 
    “How many have you had while denying me?” he asked again. 
 
    It took me a minute for my head to clear enough to know what he meant. “A few humans. I didn’t go to other supes. I was on supes overload.” 
 
    “Did they give you what I could?” 
 
    I snorted. “No, not even close. I wasn’t in the headspace for lots of sex.” 
 
    “Because I wore you out for the tribunal?” 
 
    “No, I was tired from that, but after it was over, the rest or reality sunk in,” I admitted, turning my head to lay it on his desk. “I wasn’t just twirling my thumbs.” 
 
    “I know that,” he snarled. “I could have helped.” 
 
    “You went back to work,” I reminded him. “You have your own shit and life.” 
 
    His growl was deep and made me shiver. He thrust in me hard, and I gasped, not having been ready for that. “I did, but I spent a lot of time staring at my ceiling wondering what I’d done wrong. There was time for you too. I can always say it’s too much. You didn’t even give me that chance. You just abandoned me.” 
 
    “I didn’t. I didn’t mean to,” I whimpered, moving my hips to try and spur him on. 
 
    He leaned over me, nipping at my ear. “Oh no, I’m not fucking you. You’ll just run off again and abandon me. You adopted me. I’m your pet. Take responsibility.” 
 
    “How? What do you need?” I gasped as he slapped both cheeks hard enough the desk moved. “Hunt, please, what do you need?” I thought I might lose my mind when he didn’t answer, slapping me again and again as I tried to repeat the question. Finally I caught on to what was going on. “Remy. Tell me what to do, Remy.” 
 
    “Good mistress. Good master,” he praised as he snapped his hips a few times, but then the bastard stopped. “I want you every night after work for a week. I want you to see what I could do to help as your pet. Dinner tonight too. I want you to promise me dates and not just ditch me again.” 
 
    That was the main issue here. He was fine with just about anything I did as long as I came back. He had believed that I would, was patient with me, trusting me, and I hadn’t until work forced me to see him. Shit. I really hadn’t understood the damage I was doing and now had to fix if I wanted him in my life.  
 
    And I did. Gods help me, I did. Even if he betrayed me, even if my instincts were screaming to cut and run, he did things to me—and not just physically—that I’d never felt before. I wanted that and him in my life. 
 
    “Yes, Remy,” I whispered, nodding as well. “Okay, all week. Use your pass and punish me. I’m sorry I didn’t realize what was going on or that I hurt you.” 
 
    “I fucking love you, and you were just gone, ignoring me all the time,” he rasped, sounding choked up. “Do you know what that did to me? You wore that dress and introduced me as yours. My wolf thinks you’re our mate and you acknowledged me as yours. Here I’m over the moon at how close we were, how connected I felt to you after that tribunal and parties, and then you’re just gone. What did I do?” 
 
    “Nothing, I was bad. It was me,” I promised, hating I’d done so much damage to him. “You are my pet. I’ll do better. I’ll prove you are and do better. I won’t disappear for so long.” I moaned as he spanked me several more times. “I was going to come back. Work snapped me out of it, but I was going to come back.” 
 
    He pressed his lips against my ear. “I’m going to bite you and fuck you all night. My wolf wants to own you again after you left us so long. I’m going to screw both of your tight holes and make you scream until your voice gives out.” 
 
    Right, yeah, sign me up for double all of that. I nodded, panting with desire. He pulled out of me and actually had the restraint to put his dick away. 
 
    “What the fuck are you guys doing up here to make all that noise?” someone yelled from the stairs. “It sounds like the ceiling is coming down.” 
 
    I blinked at him, knowing he couldn’t see us but realizing they could still hear the desk and whatever from downstairs. I glanced around and saw the desk was several feet from where it had started. Whoops. 
 
    “Dude, no one’s been making noise,” someone shouted back. “It’s been all quiet up here.” 
 
    I shrugged. “My bad.” I turned over and spread my legs wide. “Now that you’ve punished your bad master, do what a pet should and beg for giving you another pass tonight.” 
 
    “Gladly,” he growled, sitting in his chair again. He grabbed my ass roughly as he buried his face between my legs. He attacked me in the best way, leaving me sated but desperate for more as well. Then he lifted the desk with me still on it and put it where it should be. “Fuck, I’ve even missed and longed for the taste of your pussy.” He sat down in his chair with a huff. “Don’t do that to me again.” 
 
    “I can promise I won’t for so long,” I offered as I pushed up on my elbows, loving that he was still staring at me intimately. “I just kept moving, Remy. I didn’t realize it was weeks. I am sorry.” 
 
    “I love you,” he whispered, wiping his eyes. My gruff, surly detective had been hurt so bad that he had tears in his eyes. “I’ve never loved a woman before, and certainly not as I do you, and you were just gone. I thought I was road kill and the stupid fuck who gave you his heart even if I knew you would break it.” 
 
    “I swear that wasn’t what happened,” I murmured as I sat up. I closed my legs and used his tie to pull him closer until my lips were on his. “I was drowning. I’m sorry I kept you out. It’s all I’ve known. I will think of how not to do this again because you’re right that when I need space or something you give it to me. I’ve never had that before, and when people push or demand it doesn’t help.” 
 
    “I just want you, Soraya,” he pleaded, rubbing his face against my lap. “I saw how gentle you were with Theo when he gave you his heart and it didn’t work out. I kept thinking this was the end game for my betrayal. I thought maybe you set this all up so I would die inside when you abandoned me, not even a reason we broke up.” 
 
    I ran my fingers through his hair. “I would kill you before I could ever set all that up. It’s not how I am. I’ve forgiven you. I will say that some of it is my apprehension that I’m being stupid. Even if I’ve forgiven you, forgetting isn’t easy.” 
 
    “Thank you for explaining.” He sat up and loosened his tie, opening his shirt so his collar was visible. “Please, please set it so I can teleport to you again. I won’t push. You worried more than me, Soraya. You aren’t alone, and you don’t have to be, especially when you’re hurting or overwhelmed.” 
 
    “Okay,” I agreed, touching it and altering the magic so he could do as he wanted. Then I decided to be cheeky and make him smile, fixing his clothes first. I took off the bubble so people could see us… While keeping the outfit on. The whole office slowly went quiet, the range of looks amusing. “Sorry, we didn’t mean to disturb anyone downstairs.” 
 
    “Really?” he drawled, his face flushing, but then he growled. “I don’t want everyone to see you in what you wore for me.”  
 
    I flicked my wrist and changed back, my tender ass not appreciating the friction of pants. Then I did one better and used my magic to clean the entire precinct, not just Hunt’s division. I leaned in until our lips were almost touching. “You should also call Helen and let her know you’re planning on a date for me and you know, working to relieve my stress.” 
 
    He gave me a soft kiss and a challenging look. “What will that do?” 
 
    I snorted. “As you noted, my people are loyal. I’ve been stressed out. Plus, she’s all hearts and rainbows since things are going well with her and Tommy.” I nodded to the phone on his desk. “Go ahead. Put it on speaker, but don’t tell her I’m here.” I sighed when he didn’t budge. “I told you I was lost in my head and stuff. I’m giving you a rare chance to see that as part of my apology. Do you want it or not?” 
 
    “I want it,” he mumbled, hurrying to reach for the phone. “I just didn’t catch the correlation.” I punched in her direct line for him, and he put it on speaker. “Helen, hey, it’s Hunt.” 
 
    “What can I do for you?” she asked, sounding distracted. 
 
    “Um, I’m planning to have a date with Soraya tonight.” His voice was hesitant like he didn’t get why he should tell her, and the silence that followed made him glance at me. 
 
    “Do you want to go out with her, or has she confirmed she’ll see you?” Helen asked carefully. “Because she’s not a fan of unannounced surprises in that way or when people try to ambush her.” 
 
    “No, she agreed. She said I could have all her nights for the next week.” 
 
    “Oh thank fuck,” she sighed. “Okay, the front desk has the list of her favorite places. There’s also the list of where you have to drop her name to get a table. There’s another list of restaurants that want her attention in the hopes she’ll help them. That’s tricky, but she likes trying new things. Are you on the new case? The ciemny tygrys?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Okay, I’ll send two teams from PI to help with the legwork if you get them the list of suicides so they can track which were valid or the spirit. They’ll make the map and narrow things down if you get it started. That should get you out on time. Also, tomorrow night she’s supposed to be at the exhibit opening that she funded at a museum. I have to look up which one, but she hasn’t confirmed.” 
 
    I sighed, and Hunt glanced at me before replying. “I’ll see if she’ll make at least an appearance.” 
 
    “Several of the elders are requesting dinner with her. They took the lead of Cameron and Sangria to check on the groups that have farms we purchase from, but now they all want to talk about expanding and of course right away. They’re driving Jerome crazy.” 
 
    “I would think he would have that sort of authority,” he muttered. 
 
    “No, she doesn’t allow it, and not because she doesn’t trust Jerome, but because if he has that power to decide, they’ll bully him and constantly. The Alphas do all the time, and now elders are paying more note. She wouldn’t want him to have that sort of pressure. Oh, and there’s the ribbon cutting ceremony for the new factory in Alabama. She needs to be there for that. Wait, that’s during the day so you can’t go.” 
 
    “Maybe I could, depends on when and what time,” he answered, scrubbing his hand over his head.  
 
    “I’ll get you that tablet with her schedule again,” she muttered. “Oh, several of the enchanter elder prospects are demanding a meeting and that she confirm them officially so they can get back to business.” 
 
    I snorted, crossing my arms over my chest as I lost my amusement. It was more than that, and Helen knew that as well. It was why I’d given them time to cool off after the meeting I’d called after the tribunal. They had all lost their fucking minds and pissed me off so bad I worried I’d kill more of their families. 
 
    Helen listed another dozen things that were all rather large and more worrisome than attending a museum exhibit until Hunt went a bit pale. 
 
    “There is the wine expo next month that she was looking forward to,” Helen told him, and I perked up at that. I had thought it was in the summer. “You might be able to bribe her with that if she handles some of this other shit. Or even bring the elders and rotate them out so they’re not jumping her but remember she’s so busy she has to double book to get things done.” 
 
    “Isn’t that the truth,” I grumbled, a headache forming. 
 
    “Soraya?” 
 
    “Yeah, sorry, I just thought you would offer the teams to help him get off work on time and maybe to contact the front desk on food ideas. I didn’t realize you were so run down and desperate you’d give him the rest.” 
 
    “I can handle that. We’re just worried,” she said quietly. “We can handle whatever, and we do. I know it’s too much, but a lot of it compiles when pushed off.” 
 
    I met Remy’s gaze, knowing he was a perfect example of that. “Fine, get him the tablet with all of whatever and maybe he can convince me on what’s what at least for after work.” 
 
    “It’s a start. Hunt, are you guys staying in or going out?” 
 
    “A bit of both,” he admitted, smirking at me. “But the food will be takeout. Can you have someone from the front desk pop over with the tablet and the list of places that want to woo her?” 
 
    “Of course. They’ll have to make the call because most everyone knows they’re the point of contact that handles all of that for her. We might need another one.” 
 
    “Or she needs a PA,” Hunt grumbled, rolling his eyes. “I handled it just fine.” 
 
    “Right, and so have I, but we both know that’s not an easy job, and you didn’t even do it that long. She’s reluctant since the last one sobbed when quitting and then left the coven.” 
 
    “That is something I’ve been thinking about,” he admitted. “I’ll talk about it with her tonight, I promise.” 
 
    “Sounds good. I’ll get it sent right over.” She hung up, and I noted how many other people were listening to that call. 
 
    I stared several of them down. “Don’t even tell me that you didn’t immediately think about me cleaning your house or detailing your vehicle after I cleaned this place. The problem is everyone always wants more, and there are literally only so many hours in the day for me. New York wants more subways cleaned after that good deed. CTA wants it. Everyone wants more and—” 
 
    Hunt quieted me with a kiss, standing and cupping my face, not caring who was there. “I get it. I get it better. I thought a lot of it was for the tribunal, but it’s all the time, every day, all day. Let me help. It’s what a pet does. I’ll bring you your slippers and help.” He waited until I nodded. “What has Brax been doing?” 
 
    I shrugged. “He took a step back too. I’ve felt him near a few times, but he’s not contacted me or appeared by me.” 
 
    “There is so much solely on your shoulders it’s exhausting. I get it. Talk to me next time.” 
 
    “Then I just dump it on you.” 
 
    “I’m willing, and it’s not like that.” 
 
    “Fine, I’ll see you for dinner.” I gave him a soft kiss and pretended to pop away, hiding my presence instead, wanting to make sure he didn’t get shit from the others. 
 
    “Your Alpha must be over the fucking moon that you’re dating her,” someone said, sounding amused.  
 
    Hunt shook his head. “He tried to push me to work his agenda from our elders, but she put a collar on me. It makes me her pet, and they have no say. I asked for it so they couldn’t use me.” 
 
    “Damn. Think of all the perks your pack could get though,” he argued. 
 
    “Did you not hear the fraction of what she has already going on now? Everyone’s already too demanding with her and spoiled. They need to start offering more help instead of giving her more problems. Even she has limits, and people go too far. And you know exactly how it feels as a shifter, everyone always acting like you owe that extra strength to whoever wants it. Now imagine what they do to her.” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s rough, but you’re so sunk.” 
 
    Hunt let out a huff. “Yeah, I already know that. I’m just her pet, and I’m so fucking sunk that if she left me I think I wouldn’t know what to do with myself. My wolf would go insane for sure. She’s been busy, and he’s been flipping shits and pissed at me like it was my fault. I’ve been working out so much to try and tire him that I just ache all over.” 
 
    “You’re fucked,” someone else teased him. 
 
    “Totally, but she’s so damn worth it,” he mumbled, shaking his head before getting back to the file he’d been working on when I’d arrived. He sighed when he grabbed another pen out of his desk. “Now I can’t focus because it smells like her here.” 
 
    Well, that was nice for my ego. I went home and got to work on the pile of everything waiting on my desk for me. Fine, I could behave for the afternoon if he was going to take away my stress that night. 
 
    There was a lot of stress after all. 
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    I ‘ported to the front desk at six and matched my outfit to something comparable to what Hunt was wearing. He was talking to the front desk while holding several large totes. Someone else who worked at the front desk appeared and handed him takeout bags that smelled divine. 
 
    “What are you plotting?” I asked him as I joined them. I handed over the stack of papers and files I’d handled. “If you could get those to who needs them, I’d appreciate it, darling. I signed and approved what I should.” 
 
    “Thanks, boss. I’ll let the others know.” 
 
    I looked back at Hunt, waiting for him to answer the question. 
 
    “Could you take us back to that wine cellar? Or one like it that has bottles you can pick from that you’re in the mood for?” he asked instead of answering. 
 
    I nodded and touched him, taking us to one of my huge secret wine cellars. I watched as he set down the takeout bags before taking a blanket out of a tote and setting it down. I realized it was the comforter from his bed, smiling when he added his pillows as well. Next came several candles, and then I saw the picnic basket. It was the type to hold glasses, plates, and utensils. 
 
    “Impressive,” I admitted as I sat down when he gestured. He was wearing nice slacks and a light sweater that showed off how built and toned he was in a way that made my mouth water. “Almost worth sitting on my sore ass for this.” 
 
    “Does it hurt that bad?” he worried as he knelt on the blanket. “I went too far, I’m sorry.” 
 
    I smiled at him as I laid back on his pillow, smelling his cologne on it. “Want to check?” I twisted my hips so the short, flowy dress with long sleeves I’d put on slid up enough that he could see my naked ass. I wasn’t wearing anything under the dress, and it was low cut too.  
 
    Yes, I wanted sex. Duh. 
 
    “Yes, and I will often, but I promised these places I would have you sample their tasting menus right when they were ready. We have one now, one at seven, and one at eight before the other fun I have planned.” 
 
    I blinked at him a moment before rolling to my knees. “You really plan out a date.” 
 
    His lips twitched as he started pulling out containers. “Remember that and let me have more of them.” 
 
    “Alright,” I agreed before getting to my feet and selecting a bottle that would work no matter the menu. He had me sit between his legs, folding one so our legs touched but using his other as a brace for my back so I was comfortable. 
 
    “I really don’t know what I’m doing here,” he admitted as he handed me the menu. 
 
    I nodded, taking it from him and then using my magic to add a large futon under his blanket. No matter how comfortable it had been, the stone floor under us was too much. I also added a few huge floor pillows. He sighed, and I just shrugged. “Take it as a promise to have another date like this because I really like it. Now we have the right supplies.” 
 
    “Sounds good,” he murmured, rubbing his hand over my back.  
 
    We started sharing containers, not even bothering with the plates, simply using the utensils provided. We were sitting on top of each other after all, so why complicate things when there was a lot of food coming. He poured the wine after I opened it and smiled at me when I held out a bite to him. “It’s really good. Truffled lobster salad.” 
 
    “That is really good. Damn, I can’t—what do these places want from you?” 
 
    I shrugged as we finished it and I found the next container. “Anything I’m willing to give, but it’s not a secret that a few of my favorite places I put spells on their ovens and equipment that nothing will ever burn or be ruined, like we have in the cafeteria. A few other baking and cooking spells along with a cleaning charm they use once a week to deep clean the whole place.” 
 
    “Wow. You are so damn cool,” he chuckled, sniffing the next container when I took off the lid. “I’m not a big soup fan, but that smells great.” 
 
    “People who aren’t soup fans have just been having the wrong kinds of soups,” I argued, finding spoons. “I don’t like salty ones like canned, and people who love tomatoes can’t not love a fresh tomato basil soup. It’s just finding what you like.” I tasted it and moaned. “Shit, this is perfect.” 
 
    “You’re perfect,” he whispered as his arm moved around me. He ran his fingers over my nipple, chuckling when I shivered. 
 
    “Are you going to tease me all meal?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    I wasn’t known for being patient, so I was curious how that would work out for him. I shared the butternut squash with chive oil soup, and he admitted he was now converted on soup as long as it was that soup. Funny. 
 
    Next was red snapper with amazing potatoes before seared scallops with lentils. I wasn’t a big lentil fan, but I liked the way they prepared these. Finally, there was a filet mignon in a ridiculously good mushroom sauce.  
 
    “Do you want dessert each time or at the end of them all?” he asked and then swore. “We didn’t have the bread, cheese, and fruit. Did that go first? It’s on the end of the menu.” 
 
    I leaned in and kissed him. “Please don’t stress. I’m impressed, Remy. Thank you for doing this.” 
 
    “I want you happy, Soraya,” he murmured, his fingers teasing my nipple again before sliding along my body and teasing my ass. “And I want my comforter to smell like you. Really smell like you so I’ll scent it even after I wash it.” 
 
    I shivered, understanding what he meant. He wanted me so turned on I got wet and it rubbed on the material. Damn, he was deliciously dirty. I changed how I was sitting so not on my feet but my butt directly on the comforter. I even went so far as to wiggle a bit, teasing him which he seemed to enjoy. 
 
    “I could make you drip,” he reminded me as he leaned in. 
 
    “Enjoy your pass tonight because turnabout is a bitch and so am I,” I reminded him. 
 
    He nodded in acceptance and brought out the tablet while I handled the cheese and fruit. It would be a good palate cleanser, but I wanted the dessert for the end. He did something with his phone so it was a hot spot, but we were too far underground for that. 
 
    “It will update when we’re back in range,” I reminded him. 
 
    “Good point as I have to go get the next round of food soon.” He gave me a nervous look. “Can we talk about a few things?” He waited until I nodded, leaning in and kissing my shoulder. “Will you take me to the exhibit tomorrow? I’ll wear a tux as you like, and I’m dying to see you in another gown. I’ve never been to a museum exhibit like this.” 
 
    “You’re good,” I grumbled, nodding. “Fine, but for a bit. It’s not that I don’t want to see the exhibit and give it the attention it deserves; I gave the money for it after all. It won’t be like that though. People will ask for more and use the opportunity to get their own agendas in or want pictures with me because I always hide my image.” 
 
    “Have you always gone alone? Sometimes a date helps keep the vultures away.” 
 
    I sighed after a moment. “I went once with Cameron, and that one wasn’t as bad, so I get what you’re saying. But if you go as my date, you will end up all over social media and in gossip rags.” 
 
    He shrugged. “I don’t care.” 
 
    “I will make you a target, and I don’t just mean for hate groups,” I grumbled, feeling a bit stirred up at all the women who would hound him. 
 
    Again he shrugged. “Whatever. I have no interest in anyone besides you.” He leaned in and told me everything he wanted to do to me to prove that as he fed me cheese and fruit. He smirked when he got his wish and I got so turned on his comforter would smell like me. 
 
    He also said he was coming with me Thursday for the ribbon cutting since it was during lunchtime. He promised we’d just make a quick appearance and get out of there, trying some local barbeque he’d heard was awesome. 
 
    Fine, he could win me over with food and sex. There were worse ways to be bribed.  
 
    “What do I tell the front desk about this place?” he asked when it was time to get the next round. 
 
    “That they passed the first test and to let them know I’ll set up a time I’m available to eat at the restaurant and get the full experience.” 
 
    He nodded and teleported back to the front desk. I smiled as I had an evil idea, removing the dress and lying on one of the pillows completely naked on my stomach so my tender ass was what he would see first. I sipped my wine and ate the rest of the fruit while I waited for him to return. 
 
    Hunt didn’t disappoint, groaning deeply as he laid eyes on me. I rolled over and leaned back on my elbows, spreading my legs and letting him see my breasts that he loved so much. “What are you feeding me next?” 
 
    “I want to feed you my dick in every way,” he grumbled, setting down the bag and pulling out containers before giving me the next menu. 
 
    “Crab salad with avocado and caviar,” I told him. He found the container and handed it to me, but I didn’t take it, opening my mouth for him instead. 
 
    He narrowed his eyes at me. “Fine, but I want your Friday and Saturday nights for the next month after this week.” 
 
    I nodded. “I’ll even give you one other night a week if I get spoiled like this.” 
 
    He eyed over my body, licking his lips. “I’m just getting started, Soraya.” 
 
    I believed him. I really did. 
 
    The food was okay this time, not bad, but just… Expected. There was another salad of heirloom tomatoes and radishes. It was good, but I would expect it more at a deli. Then it was lobster risotto, halibut, and another filet mignon, and all of it was just basic. 
 
    “Unless their prices are ultra low, I wouldn’t even add this to the list of where I’d eat again,” I admitted, noting Hunt nodded. “I love this so don’t take it as a criticism, but if you do it again, pick three different types of restaurants. We could have a lot of steak and lobster otherwise.” 
 
    He snorted. “That is not a bad thing.” He set all the containers back in the bag before moving closer to me. “Time for your punishment.” 
 
    I couldn’t hide my shock as I set down my wine glass. “You’re spanking me again?” 
 
    He slowly smiled his sexy wolfish grin. “Yes, that too. Turn over and push that perfect ass up in the air.” 
 
    I couldn’t get over he would ask that of me again… And I did it. Except I flinched when I heard his belt. 
 
    “I won’t use it,” he whispered, sensing or smelling the change in me. “Why are you so terrified?” 
 
    “I’ve been beaten with belts and horse whips more times than I can count,” I admitted. “It’s why I was so shocked I let you do any of this to me. Please don’t get the idea it will be a regular thing.” 
 
    “I figured that. I don’t even want it all the time, only when my wolf is getting so aggressive and upset.” He waited until I nodded, not sure what else to say. “I’m still hungry.” He moved under me and pulled me to sit on his face, having a few courses of me as a palate cleanser it seemed. 
 
    “Is there something else I can do for your wolf to help you?” I asked when he was done, lying on the pillow gasping for air. 
 
    He nodded. “He wants to hunt you. Come run with us and let us chase you, catch you, and own you.” 
 
    I shivered. “Yeah, I would love to do that.” He gave me a shocked look, and I shrugged. “It’s something about you that lets me not be the aggressor always. I don’t get it either, but I’m trying not to read into it too much or I might freak out.” 
 
    “Fair enough, it’s just between us,” he promised. He moved over me and kissed me deeply. “I love you, Soraya. I’ll do whatever you need, whatever you want, just please don’t abandon me again.” 
 
    “I’ll try not to.” I knew he wanted more than that, but it was all I had. I didn’t make promises I wouldn’t keep, and I knew how fast I retreated into myself when things went wrong. It had been my default setting for over a thousand years. That wasn’t something I could just erase overnight or for one man. 
 
    No matter how much I might want to. 
 
    “Go get the next food, pet, and I’ll give you a different penance,” I whispered after he kissed me again. 
 
    Heat filled his eyes as he caught what I called him, the crazy man liking when I said that. He nodded, eyeing me over like the best meal ever. “Fuck, I want you.” 
 
    He ‘ported away, and I grabbed another bottle of wine, accepting the menu from him when he came back. Then he sat down and started pulling out containers. 
 
    And I sat on his lap, naked, straddling him, and fed him the first course of seared tilapia with mango and pineapple salsa. 
 
    “The only thing that would make that better was if I was inside of you while you fed me it,” he muttered, blinking at the dish. “Damn.” 
 
    “Yeah, it is excellent,” I agreed. The duck was even better, and we were both moaning like crazy at the venison. “I think this chef already has lots of magic.” 
 
    “Want to tell him that?” he asked hesitantly. He sighed when I raised an eyebrow. “The fun for after this might be in bad taste now that I know the extent you were abused.” 
 
    It took me a minute to catch up. “You wanted to take me to a BDSM club?” 
 
    He nodded. “Just to see the shows and enjoy the hormones in the air. I wasn’t thinking I’d do anything, just tease you, but if you—” 
 
    “I never have a problem at elder parties, and you’ve seen how far things go.” I gave him the last bite of the venison. “I’ve never been to a club like that. Let’s go, and if it’s too much, we’ll do something else.” 
 
    “Can I still see how you would handle this chef?” he asked hesitantly. 
 
    “Depends if you’re asking because you want to see the perks of being at my side.” I flinched at the anger in his eyes. “I’m sorry, that’s normally how it goes. Any man I bed wants to be part of it and see what they can get out of it.” 
 
    “That wasn’t my goal,” he promised. 
 
    I kissed him when I heard in his head what he’d been thinking. He wanted to start getting introduced to these places as my pet and the person of contact so he could whittle down the lists or handle our dates while helping me as I needed. Damn, he was good. “Yes, you can take this over, pet.” 
 
    “I just want free lunches,” he muttered, understanding I knew. 
 
    “Right.” 
 
    The sous vide short ribs and foie gras were perfect and maybe the best I’d ever had. No dessert this time, but we ate the other ones before he started cleaning up. 
 
    “I know I’m still in trouble with you, but I really want you to take me to round out such a perfect, romantic date,” I admitted. “I want you, pet.” 
 
    He was on me in a second, his sweater off and undoing his pants as he rolled me under him. Hunt mounted me and brought me such bliss I had a whole new appreciation for real dates and letting him be the boss of our nights. He pulled out of me and fingered me, biting my shoulder, which made me orgasm again. I was completely sated then but still wanted more of him. 
 
    Maybe I was becoming an addict of his too. 
 
    “Will you help me with something during lunch tomorrow?” I asked as we cleaned up and I changed my clothes. 
 
    “Sure. What do you need?” 
 
    I sighed, running my fingers through my tangled hair. “I’m not sure. I’d like friendly backup that’s intimidating as I try to deal with all the enchanter elder heirs again. It went—it was bad, but I think they have this image of me like the elders spoke of me. I was a law breaking rebel, weak and hiding on my own.” 
 
    Understanding filled his eyes. “You want to get them to understand that’s so not the truth without killing any more of them.” 
 
    “Yeah, and after what happened, that was my first choice, believe me. I backed off so I didn’t do it, but Helen’s right that it’s going to get worse or they’ll do something extra stupid.” 
 
    “Whatever you need,” he agreed. He cleared his throat as he finished and pulled me to my feet. “I have another idea to help, but I’m not sure you’ll like it. Can you hear me out?” He was relieved when I nodded. “I think you shouldn’t hire a PA but have one of the other elder aides take the job for a month.” He waved me quiet when I opened my mouth to object. “You can make them teleport and gag them.” 
 
    I thought about that a minute. “You’re the first non-enchanter, and that was helpful.” I rubbed the back of my neck. “I could make them not tell coven or my secrets, but it would be enlightening to them to see what my life really is like. Too many assume I don’t work as hard as them, and most don’t work all that hard, but they think I play with spells and tinker about.” 
 
    “Right, and let them help with your calories,” he added. “The quickest way to shut people up is to have them wear the shoe on their foot. Aides of elders are normally not just any pup, and not only maybe could help with relations, giving them a chance to have your ear for a month, but make it clear that’s after all your normal stuff is done. That’s incredibly motivating to handle all your normal stuff.” 
 
    “You are not just a pretty face,” I praised. “Fine, you can also spend the night this week. I like the idea. Let me call Helen to tell her and get the meeting set up tomorrow, and then let’s add to your plate because you’re an idiot and want it for some reason.” 
 
    He chuckled as I sent everything back to his apartment and then brought us to the front desk so I had reception. Also for the lists and to change the procedure that Hunt would be handling restaurants and food shops from now on. It was smart to have someone I trusted to at least weed out the growing and never ending requests for my attention and aid. 
 
    I wanted more dessert first, and once he had all the lists and whatnot, I brought him to my favorite pie place in Chicago. He shook his head at me and let me pull him inside. 
 
    “Oh thank heaven you’re finally coming back,” the owner greeted us. “I’ve been calling and calling, but they always tell me you’re too busy.” 
 
    “I am,” I said firmly, giving her a look to tread cautiously. “I always say it’s that time and I can’t guarantee again.” I kept talking when she went to open her mouth. “Plus, I’m very sure I haven’t gotten all I should in payment, as I’ve been that busy I haven’t been able to eat pie even.” 
 
    “Of course,” she said, looking like she had a lot more to say.  
 
    “Wait, free pie? How does this all work?” Hunt asked, glancing between us. 
 
    “The cleaning charm and spelling the kitchen last for so many times or months. I forgot.” I shrugged. “I haven’t had time to do any of this with everything else on my plate, and now everyone expects me to clean the environment so they can keep burning coal and using gas.” 
 
    He opened his mouth but then closed it right away, trying a few times before blowing out a harsh breath and running his hand over his head. “Okay, so knowing you, you have a craving for pie like right now and give a new charm and put the spell on the kitchen because she’s being pushy and you hate that. And what? You get a pie?” 
 
    “It was supposed to be unlimited pie for me anytime I came in, but I only ate one and have been too busy,” I admitted, clearing my throat when he gave me a look that I couldn’t read. “I like to help, but you’ve seen my schedule and—” 
 
    “Your heart is too big. I get it.” He looked back at the owner. “For now I think she’s owed some pie and I’ll be taking over scheduling and juggling all of this.” 
 
    “Wait, you don’t have to—” 
 
    “I’ll throw in an extra pie for the precinct or something at each place, and if everyone around me is happy, work is easier,” he said gently. “It will be fine once I get this ironed out, but this free meals or treats when you come in yourself is over. You don’t have time for that.” 
 
    The owner’s face turned red with anger. Yeah, he was going to make the deal fair instead of letting people push me because I was too busy and giving. Nice. I didn’t have to be the bad guy. 
 
    “Or she could take you off the list and move onto the four hundred plus places that want her to make a deal,” Hunt reminded her, raising an eyebrow at her and giving a pretty good cop face. 
 
    “Did you want key lime again?” the owner asked me, slapping on a smile. 
 
    “Actually, let’s have the five slice pie with all the flavors,” Hunt said. “I think it best we start from scratch with all the places and rejudge them.” 
 
    I blinked at him but then nodded. Wow, he was taking this seriously. 
 
    “And you are?” the owner asked. 
 
    “Detective Remy Hunt, Soraya’s—” 
 
    “Lover, no partner,” I answered, clearing my throat. “I think lover makes some people uncomfortable, right?” 
 
    He gave me that slow, sexy grin again. “You’ve never introduced someone before, have you?” 
 
    I focused on the display case. “Nonsense, I introduce the people who work for me or in my coven all the time.” 
 
    “Mm-hm,” he chuckled, sliding his arm around me. “I’m her partner, and I’m taking over this project for her to lighten her load, so I’ll be the contact going forward.” 
 
    “You are going to regret this,” I sighed, shaking my head at his naivety.  
 
    “Maybe, but I’m sure you’ll make it up to me if they give me headaches.” 
 
    “Brat,” I muttered under my breath so the owner didn’t hear us. 
 
    She gave us our pie and a couple of coffees, politely telling us to take our time, that she’d just be in the back closing up. I thanked her, and we sat down after she locked the front door. 
 
    “This is damn good pie,” Hunt admitted after the first bite. “Like damn.” 
 
    “Right?” I chuckled, taking another bite of the chocolate pecan and moaning. “So what are you thinking to set this up?” I was curious. Hunt was incredibly smart and had shown that several times helping out. He also thought outside the box and was logical whereas I didn’t have time for the details or focus on them. 
 
    “First, I think Keegan needs to get someone in here and give a normal estimate of what it costs to clean this place. You own a cleaning company, so seriously, why are you handling any of that?” 
 
    I didn’t have a good answer. My stomach ruled me? I simply nodded, smiling when he scooted closer and moved his arm around me. 
 
    “I’m not picking on you. I get how overwhelmed you are—” 
 
    “I know. I’m not mad. I just don’t have an answer. I wing a lot of it, and I suck at details. I know this. What else?” 
 
    He opened his mouth but then closed it. “I think they should have to donate so much in wares to help your projects. I know even CPD is bugging you to clean all the vehicles since you mentioned doing NYPD. CTA wants you to do the subways and buses. I think people need to start helping you. They’d get the tax write off for donating the food if you set it up right.” 
 
    “Smart. Our PR people would love that,” I admitted. “They’ve been getting so hounded that I’ve just blocked it all out. So you want to do like I tie the pack to the cleaning people on Sunday and they eat the donated food and Keegan’s teams can handle the extras? And then next Sunday it’s the vampires or somewhere else?” 
 
    “I think once a month at a location and switch because it would be good for the places that have your stores or factories.” 
 
    I blew out a harsh breath. “Good luck with that. It’s a long list and a ridiculous amount of places that are ‘asking’ for our help.” 
 
    “No good deed goes unpunished,” he agreed. “I’ll figure something out. I’ll speak with Jerome or Helen on how much power those spells require and what they should cost. It won’t be that bad. You just need the system, and you haven’t wanted them to help since they’re already swamped.” 
 
    “That’s the truth,” I grumbled. “I’m going to promote them to presidents of their respective companies instead of VP. There are a few VPs under them, and I think it makes people push to talk to the big boss. Yeah, they’ll still do it, but it’s rare people talk to the CEO of multiple companies.” 
 
    “Smart. Bigger apartments and raises?” he checked, chuckling when I nodded. “Of course. For Tommy too?” 
 
    “Yeah, and Walter I guess. He might stay for good and handle any robberies at the stores like I did. They’re trying to figure out what to take off my plate but…” 
 
    “It’s hard to know what, and you always try to protect everyone,” he finished for me. “Well, you’ve gotten a lot done tonight, and enough thinking. You’re off the rest of the night.” 
 
    I snorted, taking a bite of the key lime. “I never get the night off, Remy. All I get are more nightmares.” 
 
    “I’ll keep those away too,” he promised, leaning in and giving me a gentle kiss. “Keep feeding me all the good stuff, and I’ll chase whatever you want.” 
 
    I shivered at his huskier tone, knowing full well he meant what he wanted and chasing me. Nice. I smirked at him. “If you can keep up, pet.” 
 
    After dessert I popped us over to the address for the third restaurant… Only to find a food truck parked across the street of a different restaurant where the address was but it was a parking lot. 
 
    “It’s a food truck?” Hunt asked, glancing between it and the restaurant. “But he was standing out front of there with the order.” 
 
    “Yeah, sorry about that,” a young man said as he came out of the truck. “I do have my food serving license and everything. It’s the name of my truck, I just didn’t tell you it was a truck.” 
 
    “Sneaky, but your food was perfection,” I muttered, looking over the truck. “Is that what your truck offers?” 
 
    “Um, no, I’ve done a few catering gigs with that menu, but no one goes to a food truck for elegant dining.” 
 
    I caught several thoughts from his mind and explained for Hunt. “He wants my help opening a restaurant.” 
 
    The guy nodded. “Everyone knows that a seal of approval from you is needed to get a restaurant off the ground, and your praise carries a lot of weight. If I got your approval, I could get backers to open my restaurant.” 
 
    “That makes me sound like the godmother of the food industry,” I grumbled, glancing at Hunt. “I don’t do that.” 
 
    “No, but it makes sense that the restaurants would frame it that way instead of what you really do,” he muttered. “Plus, I’m sure they add a lot on your behalf or brag about this and that just to get the exposure. It would be interesting to see how many say you give your approval versus what you really have, as it’s not like you post reviews or anything to check against.” 
 
    “Nothing is ever simple,” I sighed, adjusting my neck. I studied the truck and checked out what it sold. “I think people are yanking your chain that my approval can get you backers. That sounds more like someone giving you hurdles so you’re not competition.” 
 
    “You’re probably right,” he admitted, wincing. His aura flashed vividly with sadness and grief. “I apologize for misleading you, Ms. Devil. I’ve just always wanted my own place.” 
 
    “I was scrappy once too,” I forgave, studying his aura and reading his mind. “He might be a good person to help you get everything organized, pet. Figure out a way that says which restaurants and establishments really have my approval and I have deals with.” I waited until Remy nodded. “Would you be willing to hire supes at your establishment?” 
 
    The guy shrugged. “Sure, I like supes. I grew up with a cheetah, and he’s a good friend of mine.” 
 
    “Are you going to back his restaurant?” Hunt asked me, not hiding his shock. “Seriously?” 
 
    I nodded. “You tasted his food. It was divine, and he made it in a food truck.” I gave him a serious look. “We’ve talked about branching into other areas, but there are too many bigots.” 
 
    The guy winced. “You’d have people calling in bogus claims and health inspectors out all the time. Yeah, people are jerks. People put restaurants out of business that have vamps or shifters working in the kitchen.” 
 
    “Yes, but they could still bus tables and be servers, and you’d never have a spill or dropped plate,” I told him. “The idea was to have an enchanter as the hostess and you could have people from all over the world make reservations.” 
 
    His eyes went bug wide. “You guys can teleport? They could pick up and drop off guests?” 
 
    “Exactly. Are you interested? 
 
    “Yeah, it would be the hottest restaurant ever.” 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
    4 
 
      
 
    We talked to the chef a bit longer, both of us excited as we came up with some ideas from offering Magical Healing’s romance candles for dates to how to get the freshest ingredients around the world with our help. Remy just shook his head as I added something else to my plate. Yeah, I did it to myself a lot, but it was hard when I could see auras and knew he was a nice kid who just wanted a chance. 
 
    Plus, his food was amazing. 
 
    After I gave the chef the contact for the coven attorneys and told him I wanted a full business plan before we went forward, I popped us to the club Remy had planned for us next. I looked it over as he checked the address, not impressed by the exterior. 
 
    “Members only,” the guy at the door told us after studying us a moment.  
 
    “I called and spoke about guest passes for the night,” Remy said as he pulled out his wallet.  
 
    “You’re interested in joining?” he checked, glancing between us. 
 
    Remy shrugged. “Maybe. We really don’t know what we’re looking for, but I was promised your membership list is confidential and privacy is most important.” 
 
    The guard nodded. “Names?” 
 
    “Soraya Devil and Remy Hunt,” he answered, handing over his driver’s license. I made mine appear and did the same, giving Hunt a raised eyebrow. He bit back a smirk. “I told you I’d plan something good.” 
 
    “You did at that, pet,” I praised, noting the shock on the guard’s face as he checked out my ID.  
 
    “You just made it appear,” he worried, glancing between me and the ID. “How do I know you can’t make a fake one and you’re not really her?” 
 
    “Well, I can make a fake one, but that’s illegal, and he’s a cop,” I drawled, wincing when Hunt gave me a look. “I haven’t made fake papers in at least fifty years, not since the governments made laws to include supes. I won’t apologize for doing it before, and I’m certain the statute of limitations is up on those.” I glanced at the guard. “What do you need from me, darling?” 
 
    “I have no idea,” he admitted. He pressed a button on the radio he pulled off his belt and asked for the manager to come to the door. “I apologize for this, but we need to be sure.” 
 
    I shrugged. “I’m glad you take it so seriously.” 
 
    The manager came to the door, and the guard explained the situation. He nodded, giving me a bright smile. “I already called and confirmed with the number Detective Hunt left that you were indeed visiting us tonight. They grilled me even harder to make sure I wasn’t some reporter trying to trap you into some story.” 
 
    “Unfortunately they have to,” I admitted.  
 
    “Please, come in,” he said, moving to the side and waving for us to go ahead. He led us to the reception desk that looked more like for a spa than a club. “Now, Detective Hunt said this is your first time to our sort of establishment, as there are so few of them and none like ours.”  
 
    Of course every place thought that, but I didn’t say as much, nodding that it was our first time. He handed me a brochure that was a price list, just like a spa. 
 
    “Members pay a basic monthly fee to join, and like a country club, everything else is additional, which keeps the fee down. Everything is completely confidential, and all membership files are coded, as you are not the only high profile person interested in our club.” 
 
    “So membership fees get you through the door to watch the fun?” Hunt checked, nodding when the guy confirmed it, but then shook his head and looked at me. “I have no idea what now. I just found a place I thought might interest you. I’ve never been to a country club or know what to do now.” 
 
    “I’ve got it, pet,” I chuckled. 
 
    “That answered my question if one of you was the submissive or not,” the manager muttered, marking something down on a clipboard. “Are you a sub or slave?” 
 
    “He’s my pet,” I answered, reaching up to show him the magical collar that was way more than a leather necklace. 
 
    “She is my master and mistress,” Hunt added, hugging me from behind. “Does it matter?” 
 
    “Not at all, and we have many switches,” the manger answered. “It’s like checking if you’re a righty or lefty at the country club so if they get new clubs in they know when to let you know.” 
 
    I nodded, understanding the analogy as I read over the brochure. “For now we’ll take the ‘Anything Goes’ package for tonight.” I smirked up at Hunt. “My turn to seduce you, pet. We might need to move your pass to another night.” 
 
    “Yeah, no, sure, awesome,” he agreed, bobbing his head. Yeah, I just bet he loved that idea of getting another full night where he was boss. 
 
    I made my credit card appear and handed it to the manager. “What bottles do you want? What are you in the mood for?” 
 
    “Um, bottles? I have to work in the morning, and I want to make sure to tuck you in bed the right way.” 
 
    I nodded, picking a nice wine and champagne instead of hard liquor. The manager ran my card and had me sign the slip, Hunt cursing under his breath when he saw the total. Here his date so far hadn’t cost us anything, and I knew he’d done that on purpose to show it wasn’t my money he liked or wanted to date. 
 
    I was a bit slow on relationships, not completely stupid. 
 
    “Now with the package comes a scene sponsoring,” the manager explained as he led us past the reception desk. “There are several stages and scenes going on at any time, not so much on a Monday night, but there can be. Any member can watch and enjoy, but you get to choose which scene will perform for you.”  
 
    He pushed back a curtain and led us into a massive open room. I caught up after seeing it. It was a converted warehouse to keep the club hidden and off the radar of people who would hate it. The outside was meant to look like not much, but the inside was everything.  
 
    There were over a dozen low stages spread out, an impressive bar off to the side, an area that looked to be where the kitchen was, and just about every sort of BDSM equipment imaginable. Yeah, I’d never been to a place like this. 
 
    “Wow,” Hunt whispered, hugging me again.  
 
    I nodded, looking where the manager was focused. There were several couples and groups lined up against the wall near us, and I caught on they were the performers. 
 
    “There are two ways to become members,” the manger informed us. “One, you pass our background checks and pay the fee. Second, a person is sponsored and another member pays the fee, and the person has to perform in ten scenes a month. They can perform in more for other perks, but the rest of the time they are members.” 
 
    “But they have to be requested or picked by members who buy packages,” I surmised, nodding when he did. “So it’s multilayered so no one pays the money and then people blow off the membership or don’t respect it.” 
 
    “Exactly,” the manager agreed. “Those with green accessories of some sort are already sponsored.” He gestured to a couple, the woman wearing a green leather necklace and the guy a wrist cuff. He moved to the next couple. “Red accessories mean they haven’t been sponsored but have passed our background checks and are eligible. Nights they perform, they can stay after and enjoy the club.” 
 
    “You have a lot of friends that would love this place,” Hunt said with a chuckle, losing the battle and bursting out laughing. “Any of the elders would be all about playing here, especially if anyone was into biting.” 
 
    “My mind went right to Bacchus as well,” I admitted with a shrug. “Especially because he’s having a problem with anyone he plays with blabbing that she’s in the running to be Mrs. Elder or whatever crap he hates.” I glanced at the manager, noting his excitement and hope in his aura but leaving it. “Will they tell me the scene, or how do we choose?” 
 
    “Yes, of course,” he replied, nodding to the first couple. 
 
    They told us their scene, and I wasn’t interested. I’d watch it, but it wasn’t something that sparked me or Hunt from what I got from his mind. I moved along the couples and stopped in front of two women, one with a green leather cuff and one with a red collar. “And your scene?” 
 
    “I’m training a hopeful sub who wants to be mine and train with me and my other male subs along with maybe a few other members depending on how she holds up.” 
 
    I bit back a laugh when Hunt groaned in his mind, completely interested. “So members can join in sometimes. Do you object if I interfere magically?” 
 
    “It depends on what you have in mind,” she worried, glancing between me and the breathtaking young woman she was training. I mean, she was spectacular and her body perfect from what I could see.  
 
    I muttered the Kiss of Twenty Tongues spell under my breath, and her eyes went wide as she cried out in pleasure. She leaned against the wall moaning as her legs shook. “Do you like her, pet? Do you want to see more of her having fun?” 
 
    “You know the answer,” he murmured as he hugged me to him, letting me feel he was rock hard. “Which spell did you use?” 
 
    “The Kiss of Twenty Tongues.” I ended the spell after her first orgasm and smiled at the mistress. “I mean interfere like that.” 
 
    She nodded. “As long as she is behaving. I don’t reward subs when they are being bad.” 
 
    “Fair enough.” I moved closer to the beauty who was recovering still. “What is your name, darling?” 
 
    “Annie,” she panted, staring at me with wide eyes. “That was amazing.” 
 
    I winked at her and looked at the mistress. “Do you allow passes for your subs to play with others? My pet and I play some games. He screws other women with my permission, and then I punish him for screwing another woman.” 
 
    Hunt snorted. “Sure, that was punishment. We’ll call it that.” 
 
    “If they’re willing,” she answered. 
 
    “We’ll pick them,” I told the manager. I glanced over my shoulder and saw all the lust in Hunt’s aura. “Unless you object.” 
 
    He rolled his eyes at me. “How much lust is in my aura right now?” 
 
    “Lots,” I chuckled. “You are a very, very dirty pet.” I glanced at the manager. “I assume we’re allowed to play at our table while they do.” 
 
    “Oh yes, please do,” he assured me. “This way, and I’ll get you situated while they get ready.” 
 
    “Thank you.” I took Hunt’s hand, and we followed after the manager. Two other scenes were going on, maybe ten members watching at each. It made sense. How many people were up for such activities on a Monday night? 
 
    He showed us to a very plush and luxurious looking small loveseat or extra large overstuffed chair with tables on either side of it. I gestured for Hunt to sit first as a server approached us with our wine and glasses, holding out the bottle for me to inspect. I nodded, and he opened it, pouring for us as the first round of appetizers arrived as well.  
 
    I thanked them and then smirked at Hunt, waving my hand and taking off all his clothes while adding a leather sub collar that had a leash attached to it I held the end of. He glanced down and closed his eyes as he tried not to laugh. It took him a moment before he got himself under control—except for his dick that was hard and standing proud—and reached for a glass of wine. 
 
    “Good pet,” I praised, straddling his lap and kissing along his jaw as he sipped his wine. “What are you going to feed me, pet?” 
 
    He reached over and picked up an appetizer for me, holding it up to my lips, heat in his gaze as I ate from his hand. We fed each other while waiting for the scene to start. 
 
    They took the stage, and I turned around, sitting between Hunt’s legs and changing my outfit to a sexy black lingerie set with garters and stockings but leaving off the heels so I could play footsy with him. I nodded we were ready, and they started easy with some foreplay and teasing. 
 
    That didn’t last long though as she moved onto toys, making the beauty beg for the attention and fun. She screamed in bliss, and Hunt seemed about at his limit as his fingers lightly trailed along my body as he kissed my neck. 
 
    More appetizers came, and the mistress directed a man on what to do to the beauty once she was secured to a padded sawhorse he’d brought with him. She took everything he offered and begged for more.  
 
    “Even the food is fantastic,” Hunt muttered as he set down his wine glass. “Let me touch you, Soraya. Please?” 
 
    I nodded, gasping as his fingers slid in my thong and teased me as we watched. When I got close, he bit my other shoulder, and it was hard to keep quiet as I orgasmed right there. I heard him lick his fingers clean when he was done. 
 
    “Best thing I’ve tasted tonight.” 
 
    Shit, that was hot. I shivered and decided to give Hunt a bit of fun, muttering the same spell as earlier for him. He growled and hugged me to him, humping me as he rode the magic.  
 
    “Do you want her to suck him?” the mistress asked me. 
 
    “No, only you tonight, please,” Hunt begged, hugging me tighter. “Only us tonight.” 
 
    “Another night,” I told her, thrilled he immediately said that and was so adamant on that. “But we would love to watch you another night.” 
 
    She nodded. “There is an email list of the performers that have signed up for which nights. We’re not scheduled, but we fit ourselves in so we meet our quota and whatnot. There’s also a list for texts for any changes or notifications when performers are at the club. Some of us will do performances not on scheduled nights if requested.” 
 
    “Make sure to sign up for that, pet, because I think we’ll be joining.” 
 
    He grunted in reply, finding his orgasm from the wetness I felt on my back. “Please, please, Soraya, I want to be inside of you.” 
 
    I smirked over my shoulder at him. “I thought you were going to teach me patience tonight.” 
 
    He growled and teased my nipples in response. The second I agreed, he had us standing and me lying over the back of the sofa so we could still watch. He drilled me with all he had as he bit me several more times. I cut the spell after several orgasms, and he finished hard as he sank his teeth in my arm, his hands fisting my breasts in the way we both loved. 
 
    “You really needed that, pet,” I panted when I could get enough air again. 
 
    “You have no idea,” he murmured, kissing along my neck. “I don’t want to leave you yet.” 
 
    “Then don’t, but my legs are going to give out.” 
 
    He carried me back to the sofa, his dick still in me as we sat back down. He spoiled me as we watched, feeding me appetizers and wine while touching and kissing me and murmuring sweet words. 
 
    I turned my head and kissed him gently. “I was coming back, pet, I promise. I’ll be a better master.” 
 
    He kissed me again, nodding as I turned back around. I really had done a lot of damage and caused him hurt. I truly hadn’t meant to, but I was sort of shocked I cared. I never had before, always wrapped up in protecting myself first.  
 
    Apparently that had changed. 
 
    “Lovely,” I breathed as the beauty came apart again with another man. By now she was hanging from some double bar contraption and several people were doing lots of things to her. 
 
    “She is, but she’s nothing compared to you,” Hunt told me softly. 
 
    I rolled my eyes. “Don’t blow smoke up my arse. My ego isn’t so big that I think I’m the most beautiful woman in the world. Others are prettier than me, and she is breathtaking.” 
 
    He moved me off of him and spun me around so I was straddling him. He cupped my face and attacked my mouth, moaning when I gave back what he gave me. We were gasping for air when he pulled away. 
 
    “I have never met a woman prettier than you, and she is not,” he told me firmly. “I’m not lying. I have no reason to, and I’m not the only one who believes that.” He ran his hands over my body until they were on my ass, and then he moved me closer. “I’m glad your ego isn’t that big, but I’m not lying. She is breathtaking, but you are a goddess.” 
 
    “You are,” the mistress agreed, a few of the men with her nodding when I glanced at them. “And you are even more beautiful when you are enjoying pleasure. I nearly creamed myself watching him drill you. I would lick and taste you for hours if you let me.” 
 
    I shivered as Hunt’s dick twitched against me. “That’s not off the table, as you are very lovely, darling.” 
 
    “Please, please tell me you want to join this club,” Hunt groaned, nuzzling my neck and licking it as he rubbed my ass. “What do you want, Soraya?” 
 
    “Get on your knees and lick me before you give me some more bites, pet,” I purred, smirking as he immediately did it. I noted then that we had more people watching us than the performers and most of the members who had been watching the other shows. 
 
    By the time the scene was finished, the beauty had passed out from the pleasure, and the mistress looked pleased with her. We had finished our food and only the first bottle of wine. I stood and brought the champagne to the mistress. “My compliments on your performance. You are a wonderful mistress.” 
 
    “As are you,” she murmured, leaning in but giving me time to stop her.  
 
    I didn’t, kissing her deeply until Hunt moaned loudly behind us. “Have you decided to keep her as your sub?” 
 
    She smirked at me. “Oh, I always did. I stumbled upon a young beauty any would want, and I’m not stupid enough to pass on someone like that. She’s perfect.” 
 
    “She is,” I agreed. “I’ll sponsor her membership as long as I know she’s with a mistress that will treat her right and not simply abuse her.” 
 
    Her eyes flashed shock, and I saw it in her aura as well. She nodded, letting me know what she understood because she’d experienced it too. Yeah, those who had been abused were very careful to make sure others weren’t. We recognized each other in that way. 
 
    I asked the server who came to clean up if he could send over the manager before using my power to clean us both up and redress us. I glanced back at the mistress. “Would you like me to tend to her as well?” 
 
    “Please, yes,” she muttered, blinking at me in shock. She was human, and if she hadn’t spent time around supes, it was understandable. 
 
    I flicked my wrist and cleaned up the beauty, undoing the bonds, and moving her to the seat Hunt and I had just vacated, clothing her in something soft on her skin as well. “She really is fantastic.” 
 
    “And a librarian,” the mistress chuckled. 
 
    I wasn’t the only one shocked by that. Well, I was a kinky woman and loved books, so I wouldn’t judge that.  
 
    The manager came over, and I made a business card appear for one of the coven attorneys. “If you could send the membership contracts and paperwork to him, he reviews any and everything I sign and will for Detective Hunt as well. I will also sponsor Annie’s membership.” I waited until he nodded. “Pet, you wanted to handle those emails or notices?” 
 
    “Yeah, I’ll call tomorrow,” he muttered, moving his arm around me. “I can smell how tired you are. Let’s go home and get you tucked in.” 
 
    I nodded, making a two hundred dollar gift card to Magical Healing appear and handing it to the mistress. “There are several products you might want to get to make sure her skin heals completely and always, plus we’re starting to carry stickers with the spell I used.” 
 
    Her eyes went bug wide as did a few of those who performed with her. “You’re Soraya Devil?” She waited until I nodded to swear under her breath. “Wow, okay, wow, I didn’t put that together. Holy shit, I’m a huge fucking fan. I just kissed Soraya Devil.” 
 
    I winked at her. “I’m sure we’ll do it again.” I slid my hand in Hunt’s. “Let’s go home, pet. Unless you want to go back to your apartment.” I smirked when he growled. “Just checking. You want morning shower sex, right?” 
 
    “Always.”  
 
    Sounded good to me when I wasn’t lost in my own head and issues. I popped us away, and not ten minutes later we were snuggled in my bed and I fell asleep with a smile on my face at getting to have such a fun date. 
 
    And he promised we’d do it again. Maybe dating was better than I’d ever considered? 
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    The next day Hunt and I took our lunch in London at the enchanter elders’ estate. I had seen him at another murder scene that morning, and it was hard to get in a good mood after that, but I was already in a bad mood knowing this had to be handled, so yeah, all around I was already about to bitch people out. 
 
    I had destroyed the original bespelled elder seats in a dramatic showing, which was why I replaced them… With comfy office chairs. Yes, I was making a statement there too, but they had to be smart enough to understand it. 
 
    I didn’t have faith they were. 
 
    “It has been decided you will mate,” Daniel Stewart started with a bang, obviously deciding he was the new de facto leader of the enchanters and elders. “You are over a thousand, and it is time you do your duty and mate, birth the next generation of Warloc that can take the elder seat. As you have no living elder male to facilitate such an important mating, we agree I will handle the negotiations and alliance.” 
 
    I opened my mouth for a lot of cussing, but he held up a hand to silence me as if he felt he had the right. 
 
    “I understand you have been on your own and alone for so long you have the illusions of power and certain freedoms owed you, but it’s time to come back to reality. While truly impressive that you were able to gather enough totems to add to the power of your bloodline, using them as you did, you have to be near drained, and that’s not safe as your bloodline is important. 
 
    “You no longer need to live as you have, Soraya. Once you’re mated, we’ll make sure you’re taken care of, transfer the Warloc estate into your name, and even discuss bringing in the rebels who have helped you back into the community. It’s what’s best for everyone and the stability of our people that not only the criminal Soraya Devil is no more and Soraya Warloc is at her rightful place next to her mate.” 
 
    Hunt burst out laughing. I’d never seen him laugh so hard that he looked as if he was having trouble standing. He actually had to lean against the wall, clutching his side as if it hurt. 
 
    “The sad thing is he truly believes what he says,” I drawled when he settled down enough to hear me. It set him off all over again. I met Daniel’s angered gaze with my own. “We are different in many ways, one of which is that when I was being lied to and fed bullshit, I knew it was lies and bullshit. I’m sorry you are not intelligent or powerful enough to be able to decipher that.” 
 
    “You dare judge me?” he seethed. 
 
    “First, if you really believe all those lies, you were not strong enough to be able to even read auras.” I felt the shock from those near me, glancing around. “Oh, is that how the elders started controlling their families? They stopped teaching the basic knowledge of reading auras?” I shook my head when a few nodded. “Yes, that would keep you all in the dark. 
 
    “But you also kept yourself in the dark, choosing ignorance over the truth and facts.” I held up my hand to silence Daniel, and unlike when I’d kept quiet from shock, I made him shut up. “There is a story about me printed every other week about my holdings and stores and—” 
 
    “One store in London that holds dangerous magic and trinkets is not something to brag of,” one of the others sneered. 
 
    “Have you been there, or are you repeating bullshit?” Hunt asked, smirking at the guy. The guy didn’t answer, but he didn’t need to. Hunt shot me a look without amusement. “They’re almost dangerous they’re so uninformed.” 
 
    “They are,” I agreed. 
 
    “This was why you gave them a time out.” He waved at Daniel. “You were afraid you would kill any of them who started this shit or acted with such disrespect.” 
 
    I shrugged. “I wasn’t in the best of moods after the tribunal. My normally little patience was gone. All they did was fight and make demands and scream at each other. I made it clear I wouldn’t even begin the process to confirm anyone until they started acting like fucking adults. Apparently they used the time to come up with this little ploy.” 
 
    “Forcing someone to mate is illegal,” Hunt grumbled, shaking his head. “Disgusting.” 
 
    “It’s illegal for us too, and technically we can’t be forced or our magic disallows it. However, there are always ways around that. He stated the leverage.” 
 
    His eyes flashed shock. “The Warloc estate and wealth. He thinks he can keep it from you until you mate so you agree.” He waited until I nodded. “Idiot.” 
 
    “He is because it’s already mine,” I chuckled, smirking at Daniel. “You are so out of your fucking depth and you’re just too stupid to realize it. You are plankton, and I’m a great white shark, child. And you are not even the firstborn of your family. You are second. You thought you would take all this over, and you are not even next in line.” I took off the gag, wanting Hunt to hear his response. 
 
    “My sister did not want the responsibility,” he lied. 
 
    Hunt snorted. 
 
    “Yes, enchanters are notoriously sexist and beyond levels the most sexist people you know could even imagine,” I told Hunt. I glanced at the others before focusing on Daniel. “I also am not as stupid as you believe women are. You were planning to mate me and take over, our son who was a Warloc to be heir you would guide and control to take over my seat when he was of age. That will never happen.” 
 
    “Fuck, he doesn’t even deserve to be an elder,” Hunt sneered. “Making such a stupid move without even researching the person he was going up again. That’s just ridiculous and such narcissism that enchanters deserve better.” 
 
    “I agree, pet,” I murmured, noting the shock in the room. I waved Hunt’s shirt away and let them see the collar. “Yes, he’s my pet. My pet is an Alpha werewolf who will grow stronger and more powerful, as he is just a cub to most. My pet is more powerful than any of you. You might want to reassess where you stand in the grand scheme of things.” 
 
    “Alpha werewolf?” Hunt asked me, giving me a confused look. “You said before the benefit of me not being an Alpha was my loyalty didn’t have to be split as yours.” 
 
    I blinked at him. “You didn’t know?” 
 
    He shook his head. “No, I know I’m a Beta in my pack, but we have an Alpha.” 
 
    I chuckled. “How fast did he make you a Beta when you moved to Chicago?” 
 
    “Immediately.” 
 
    “Exactly, recognizing your power but quickly saying you were under him and to get in line. You’re an Alpha wolf, pet. You might not be strong enough yet to challenge your Alpha, as he’s strong to hold Chicago, but you are, and I meant you’re not Alpha of a pack.” I gave him a look to think about it and how aggressive he could get sometimes. 
 
    “I don’t want to lead a pack. I just want you, Soraya. To help people and be with you.” 
 
    “Good, pet,” I praised, giving him a heated look. “Then what would you suggest as the next step I should take as the man who stands beside me?” 
 
    He studied me as I put back on his shirt. “I get the feeling you already have an answer and are checking mine.” He waited until I nodded. “They need a crash course on the truth. They have this ridiculous image of you—though vastly different than the wrong image I had of you—but the first step is shattering that and showing them reality.” 
 
    “Well done.” I stood and looked around the room. “I have not been the one out in the cold. You have been dangerously sheltered from the rest of the world and lied to by your elders, your families. You are chum in the water and need to get caught up fast before I would even consider any of you to be an elder of our people. Time to start using your own minds if you want a chance at anything.” 
 
    I didn’t wait for an answer, bringing all of them and Hunt with me to the front desk. I smiled at one of the females working who was dancing around with her new baby while answering the phones. I made a toy appear in his hands that would change color and play soft, soothing music for him. 
 
    “Thanks, boss, he’s been getting a bit fussy,” another female said. “Did you need anything?” 
 
    “Yes, I’m about to have lunch with some guests, but I was wondering if you could ask the building manager to give a guarded basic tour to them when we’re done,” I said. 
 
    “Of course. I’ll make sure he’s available.” 
 
    “Thank you.” I turned back to the others. “This is my coven house. I own two city blocks in downtown Chicago. Listen and learn because you have been lied to, and I will show you the truth. Start shit or act anything less than a polite guest, and I will move on from even considering you to another in your family. I was clear that the elders’ seats wouldn’t all be family seats anymore. Do. Not. Test. Me.” 
 
    I turned and headed to the cafeteria without another word, giving the air that they could choose to follow or not, but they better make the right choice. I didn’t give second chances for this sort of shit, and the fact they hadn’t used their brains to check into anything and were simply acting like lambs to follow liars did not endear them to me. 
 
    “Put your order under mine so it’s expedited,” I told Hunt as I handed over my building ID to him. I glanced back at the others. “I assume you are all capable of a simple touch screen ordering, yes? Or are you that behind on technology as you are reality?” 
 
    Again, I didn’t wait for an answer, going for my protein shakes instead and then my normal table. I did ask a few groups to move to other tables around me so the guests were close where I could keep an eye on them. I got several curious looks, but no one asked, only nodding and doing as I wanted. 
 
    Hunt and I sat, and Keegan was the first to join us for updates. I held up my hand to hold him off, wanting all three of them present for this lunch, and I wanted to make sure the guests I’d brought were settled. Not that I cared for their comfort, but if they were willing to be so demanding and rude to me, normal enchanters that were shunned from the community would be dirt to them. 
 
    And while only two had opened their mouths, I’d heard enough in other minds and from before to know that. 
 
    I was finished with my first protein shake by the time Jerome and Helen joined us, giving me curious looks. “The meeting didn’t go well. Apparently the previous elders told them I was stealing magic with totems and running around destitute in the shadows with one con shop in London.” 
 
    The three of them shared a look and burst out laughing. 
 
    “Fucking idiots,” Keegan gasped as he wiped tears from his eyes. 
 
    “We are your elders,” Daniel stupidly snapped at him. 
 
    “You are nothing until I confirm you, and you are not the eldest. Some of you are heirs at this moment and nothing more. You trade on being the child of an elder, and yet Keegan is a self-made man who’s in charge of a major company and is vastly more talented magically.” I sighed when Keegan shot me a questioning look. “They don’t even know how to read auras.” 
 
    “The children know how to do that,” he muttered, giving the heirs pitying looks. “How can they lead us if they can’t even do the most basic anything that make us enchanters?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I admitted. I waved off what he might have said next. “They’re getting a crash course on how ignorant they are. If it sinks in, then maybe there’s hope for them.” I glanced at Hunt. “Do you want to tell them your idea on my PA?” 
 
    He nodded, taking a few minutes to fill them in. The three of them seemed impressed. 
 
    “More than that, I think the heirs should have to pass with an elder of another species,” I told them. “If their fathers were anything like mine, they grew up learning that shifters were more animal than people and vampires were feral zombies basically. They’ve been sheltered and know nothing.” 
 
    “Plus, they’d get knocked into reality real fast and lose the egos,” Helen agreed, shrugging when I shot her a questioning look. “How fast would Sangria drop kick them if they were sexist or demeaning to her?” 
 
    “Good point.” 
 
    “Speaking of Sangria,” Jerome sighed, scrubbing his hand over his head. “She and your other elder friends learned that other elders were trying to get meetings with you about expansion. They want the front of the line given they are your friends and help most when you need a contact with their species.” 
 
    “That’s fair,” I agreed, thanking the staff that brought my food. “I’m sorry, but our guests don’t know the normal procedure. Do you guys mind bringing out their orders too when they’re ready? You can show them where to get drinks and extras.” 
 
    She nodded, walking over to the tables I pointed out, and explained where beverages, condiments, and napkins were. The shocked looks pointed at her were hysterical. They were appalled that she wouldn’t fetch for them and they had to go get their own drinks. 
 
    Yes, heaven forbid. 
 
    “Talk with Sangria, Cameron, and Bacchus,” I instructed Jerome. “Tell them where we’re at and what we’re thinking and ask them their thoughts. I’m not against expanding, we could use it if people behave, but we need the agenda cleared up a bit. Have the farms been behaving better?” 
 
    “Yes, all of them,” he said with a bright smile. “As those who had oversight assigned to them aren’t liking it, and others found out that was a possibility, so they’re behaving perfectly so they don’t have an aide to an elder digging around in their everything.” 
 
    “Well, that worked out well then,” I chuckled, shaking my head. I glanced back at Hunt. “Now the restaurants and shops. You wanted to talk to Keegan, so let’s get on the same page with that.” 
 
    So he did, explaining what he was thinking and what we’d discussed, plus the potential problems we were currently facing. 
 
    “You have a bio on all of the company sites along with the parent company,” Helen reminded me… Well, told me because that wasn’t something I’d ever retained before. “That’s the perfect spot, and we can put out a press release about that. Frame it like we’ve gotten word of establishments making false claims that they are your favorite restaurant or you help them magically.” 
 
    “It also casts a wider net of those in the industry to know there is a list or you’re someone they want attention from,” Keegan agreed. “Plus more potential clients that maybe don’t want the whole thing, but a top to bottom cleaning for a restaurant kitchen would save them a lot of time and it’s worth the price.” He made a business card appear and handed it to Hunt. “That’s the estimate manager.” 
 
    “Got it,” he muttered, taking the card. “Give her the location once they’ve passed, and I can factor in the estimate. Now what about the rest of it? What’s the value in those spells?” 
 
    I listened while they went back and forth discussing it, eating my food since I knew there was lots of everything in the warehouse waiting for me to handle. Spring meant an upswing in raw materials. By the end of summer I’d be downright drained getting it all bespelled. Spells didn’t expire, but ingredients did, so getting them fresh was key to making our products awesome. 
 
    “Hui Yin is requesting more truth telling potion,” Helen informed me once they had come to a consensus on prices, Hunt noting it all down. 
 
    “How do you know my father’s truth telling potion?” Daniel demanded as he stood. 
 
    I blinked at him and snickered. “Your father stole it from me. He had the chance to catch me or raid a location of my stores, and the esteemed, law abiding elder opted to steal my potions and spells. He duplicated what he found, and that was when I learned how to lock my spells.” I smirked at him. “He never made it again though, right? Did you find any after you undoubtedly searched his workroom?” 
 
    “There was none,” he confirmed. “I couldn’t find the spell.” 
 
    “Because he didn’t know it. And I took the memory from him on how to duplicate it, how to duplicate any of it. His ego made him vulnerable and stupid, and I paid for some whores at a brothel to entertain him while I sat there and plucked out all the memories.” 
 
    “Father would never have been caught dead at such a place,” he sneered at me. 
 
    “You are so in the dark,” I whispered, almost feeling bad for him if he wasn’t such an asshole. I made several business cards appear before handing one to him and other heirs. “Call them. Go visit and see for yourselves. All of your fathers were regular patrons of that brothel. And they were stupid because I wasn’t the only one who knew and used it against them.” 
 
    “You’d almost feel bad for pulling the curtain back for them if they weren’t such egotistical jerks,” Helen muttered, shaking her head. “The question remains if learning the truth will help shape them into better people or if they’ll ignore it and keep acting like fools.” 
 
    Yes, it was the million dollar question for sure. 
 
    “I will make more potion this afternoon,” I told her. “Where are the interrogations at? All done?” 
 
    We had made it through the original group from the government funded testing center, but we kept finding more, pulling back layer after layer of disgusting onion. It was a mess because all those people couldn’t simply go missing without a trace. Someone would make the connection and dig up something we didn’t want. So we had agents at Paranormal Investigations doing just that to see where the trails were. 
 
    Then we also made some accidents, suicides, and just about anything else needed to handle such a big coverup. 
 
    “Almost done, and we’re making progress with some of the extra help the elders sent for clean up,” she said vaguely. 
 
    “Well, that’s nice.” I had been shocked when almost every elder we’d filled in on the situation had sent help with the legwork and to make accident sites or whatever we needed. Then again, it hadn’t been enchanters in the facility, so I think there was a lot of anger to go around that our people were hurt. 
 
    “The batteries are almost out,” she told me cryptically, shrugging when I sighed. “We knew it would happen. Adding more extended their longevity, but we still need more.” 
 
    “The problem is the other end. We can’t keep this up without figuring some other plans.” 
 
    “We can if not from this country,” she hinted. 
 
    Interesting. I sat with that a moment. The federal government had been pushing us harder to recover terrorists for them as it saved American lives. Granted, they didn’t respect us as much as their soldiers who would go in and capture them, which was fairly insulting, but I didn’t want to see soldiers die either. 
 
    “I think it’s too dangerous for us,” I admitted. “But there might be another way if we’re smart. Let me think on it this afternoon while I’m handling the warehouse.” I smirked when Hunt sent me a heated look. “Are you going to pick out what I wear tonight, pet?” 
 
    He cleared his throat and tapped his phone a few times before handing it to me. He flushed a bit and found his food extra interesting while I looked at it. 
 
    The dress was a long sleeved, one shoulder, elegant gown that had a full, flowing skirt complete with ridiculous slit up one thigh. The grape color would be perfect with my blonde hair and complexion. 
 
    “It’s lovely. Let me know when you’re done with work and you can get me ready.” I smirked when he choked on his food, getting the implication I wasn’t talking about the exhibit but how I would feel after using magic all afternoon. 
 
    He gave me a heated kiss before he headed back to work, one filled with promise and excitement for the night. One that left me tingling once he ‘ported away. 
 
    “For the record, if I’m attending the exhibit, the three of you are going to start making appearances as well,” I said, ignoring their range of looks. “And you are being promoted to presidents of your companies with a thirty percent raise along with your new apartments. It’s not open for debate.” 
 
    “Can we faint?” Jerome whispered, blinking at me in shock at the bomb I dropped and maybe how easily I dropped it. 
 
    “That’s acceptable,” I teased. 
 
    I spent a good hour after lunch working in the warehouse before the building manager texted me that the tour was done. I popped over there to find several of the heirs making a disturbance in the lobby. 
 
    “What is the problem now, children?” I growled. 
 
    “He wouldn’t show us the full tour, and they wouldn’t open the vault for us,” Daniel answered. “They are completely insubordinate to their elders and betters.” 
 
    I stormed over to him and backhanded him across the face, much to the shock of everyone there. “I will not repeat myself again. You are not elders unless I deem it so. Some of you are heirs, and not you, your sister is. And you are not better than any of my coven. I ever hear you speak to or about them like that again and I will fucking bury you. Is that clear, or do you not speak English?” 
 
    “It’s clear,” he seethed. 
 
    “Then to the next part of the tour. Any of you cause my people problems again and the tour is over and I move onto others in your family. I’m not bloody fucking around.” I apologized to the building manager and front desk before heading to the elevator. We took it up to the highest floor it could go without my magic to let it reach my apartment. 
 
    I wasn’t giving them any chance to get near my workroom or apartment. I wasn’t stupid enough to underestimate them. They might not be able to read auras, but assuming they knew nothing was a mistake and not one I would make. 
 
    I headed for the stair well that would take us to the roof, rolling my eyes when several were panting after two floors. So they were all around lazy, not just mentally and magically. Great. 
 
    We reached the roof, and I nodded to the angel who was standing guard on the circles sending souls back to where they belonged. He gave me an amused look, probably picking up enough thoughts to understand what was going on. 
 
    He gestured to Daniel. “This one believes he will be your mate, and now that he understands a fraction of your wealth and power, wants to know the rest and see it all because it will come under his control.” 
 
    “I know,” I assured him, smirking at Daniel. “It won’t ever happen. Not ever. I would kill you before mating you, so tread carefully. The fact that you were going to act like my male elder to mate me off and then mate me to you gives me no hope you will become worthy of being an elder. Ever.” I waved my hand and silenced him, not wanting to hear his bullshit. 
 
    The angel explained to them the basic and nonspecific version of what was going on and how we were helping to restore balance and fix the veil. A few minutes in he rolled his eyes and showed them his wings, none of them believing he was an actual angel. A few still didn’t believe after that. Idiots. 
 
    I watched as he grabbed one and flew up into the sky, proving the wings weren’t an illusion. I shook my head, floored they couldn’t feel and decipher his energy. They were completely untrained and useless, and still they believed they deserved power, prestige, and respect. 
 
    After we finished, some were swallowing a good dose of humility. Most were not. 
 
    “They think you weak, the focus of our power, and now are surmising we helped you do away with the elders,” the angel told me, giving me a worried look. “Are these truly the best your species has to offer?” 
 
    I snorted. “Not even close. They’re just the ones born of the original families. I’m going through the steps to relieve them of their seats by finding them unqualified and inadequate. Unfortunately, there are a lot of steps to that.” I shrugged. “There’s no rush. The elders didn’t do much but harm our people, so nothing will fall apart if it takes decades.” 
 
    “What about immoral?” he asked, studying a few. 
 
    I stared at him for a moment before nodding, reading between the lines. Yeah, they all needed interrogating. It was done for anyone who wanted to join my coven, and not doing the same for the heirs was stupid. 
 
    And I had another idea. 
 
    “You think me weak? You haven’t figured out where you rank yet? How about I show you?” I purred before putting a collar on the first of them to link their chi to my power, careful to make sure they couldn’t reverse it. “You took up my time, and now you’ll help. I would suggest eating up during your next tour. You can’t teleport in the coven house, no outsider can, so let’s head downstairs to get you loaded up.” 
 
    A few didn’t believe me, not taking the offered protein shakes or treats the cafeteria always had on shelves to refuel anyone working. About ten minutes into the tour the first of them fainted from all the energy I was using in the warehouse. Jerome looked like he was losing the battle not to laugh at them. 
 
    “Anyone want those protein shakes now?” I asked sweetly. I wasn’t surprised when all their hands went up. 
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    Hunt showed up just before five, his nostrils flaring as he took in the state I was in. He moved over to me and wrapped his arm around me, pulling my body against his. “Are we showing them what I do for you like we did for Victor’s nest?” 
 
    I snorted. “No, none of them are remotely what I would ever consider for a mate. You being my pet doesn’t change that.” I waited until he nodded. “Let me send them home.” 
 
    “Take off the collars,” one of them demanded. 
 
    I searched a few of their minds, shaking my head. “No, not until you all get it through your heads that this is for real and not some act or farce. I suggest you eat up tonight and be ready for more tomorrow because I have no problem draining any of you.” 
 
    “I believe, and I will think on what you said,” one swore to me.  
 
    After studying him a moment and listening in his mind, I nodded, taking the collar off. Then I sent them all home, at my limit after channeling and using that much power. I popped us to my living room and backed away from Hunt. His eyes ate up every inch of me, understanding I wanted to play. 
 
    “Undress,” I ordered.  
 
    He didn’t hesitate, taking off his suit jacket and tossing it on the chair. I watched as he revealed his perfect body.  
 
    I pushed him to sit on the couch and waved away my clothes. “Do you want me?” 
 
    “Always,” he growled, fisting his hands on his thighs to keep from grabbing me. 
 
    I slid a leg over his lap and sat on him, rubbing my nipples against his firm chest. “How much do you want me?” 
 
    “More than anything,” he whispered, knowing this was about more than sex. 
 
    “Who owns you, pet?” 
 
    “You do.” 
 
    “What part of you do I own?” 
 
    “All of me.” 
 
    “Your body?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Your heart?” 
 
    “Yes,” he swore, staring deeply into my eyes. “You have all of me down to my soul, Soraya. I’m yours. Use me however you want, just let me be near you.” 
 
    I lowered myself onto him, gasping at how good he felt when I was so tight no matter how wet I was. I moved his hands to my thighs, giving him a look to keep them there before I rolled my hips. “Have you ever had better?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Wanted a woman more?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Am I a good master again?” 
 
    He didn’t answer right away, swallowing loudly, probably guessing I would see if he fibbed in his aura. “So far. I think it will take time to make me feel confident again in us and my place in your life.” 
 
    I nodded. That was fair. “Do you believe I’m sorry?” 
 
    “Yes, and that you weren’t trying to hurt or punish me.” 
 
    “Good. What do you want, pet? What do you want more than anything?” 
 
    Again he didn’t answer immediately, moaning when I kept moving my hips. “This. I want this with you every day. I want to come home to you and be yours the moment I’m off the clock. I want to share your life.” 
 
    Wow. Wow. How many men ever said something like that much less meant it? I saw it in his aura that it was the truth. I leaned in and kissed him as I moved his arms around me to balance my weight while I moved faster. “Do you want tonight?” 
 
    “I don’t understand,” he admitted. “Yes, I want to go with you.” 
 
    I shook my head. “I know you want to go to this, but do you want what will happen tonight?” I moved my finger over his lips as I ground my hips against him, both of us moaning in pleasure. I slowed down so we could keep talking, much to his disappointment. “Your life will never be the same if I take you tonight and introduce you as my partner, Remy. Are you sure you want that?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    I sighed, knowing he didn’t have a clue what he was getting into. “The games the elders and their people played will be nothing compared to this. The media will bother you for quotes and stories. You could have them bugging you at crime scenes. You’ve seen what I go through, but that’s after years of handling them. They won’t behave as well with you and—” 
 
    “Soraya, I don’t care,” he promised me, brushing his lips over mine. “I don’t want the perks that come with being at your side, and I don’t care about the negatives. All of it is worth being with you. I get I have no idea what’s going to come, but you are still worth it. I love you enough that you are worth it.” 
 
    I swallowed loudly, touched at his words and that he meant it, while still terrified he would change his mind. Many, many men had wanted the perks over my long life but could never handle the problems that came with it. 
 
    “Promise me,” I rasped as I buried my face against his neck. “Promise me you can handle this.” 
 
    “I can handle anything as long as I have you, I swear it,” he whispered, kissing along my neck. “I’m so yours, Soraya, that I cannot think of anything I wouldn’t do to be with you. I will ask for help if there’s a problem. You have PR people and attorneys and everyone who protects you. If I need help, I will ask for it.” 
 
    I nodded, hoping that was enough. “Will you look at another woman?” 
 
    “Probably,” he chuckled, pulling me closer and on him. “I’m yours, not dead or blind. I won’t flirt with anyone or eye fuck them.” 
 
    Fair enough. “Will you touch them?” 
 
    “No, never.” 
 
    “Let them touch you?” 
 
    He snorted. “Not unless you tell me to. I’ll behave and not embarrass you. I understand the games better now. I asked a lot of questions and have talked to Helen and Tommy. I’ve educated myself.” 
 
    I didn’t know that. Wow, he was taking this seriously even if he felt neglected and I’d ditched him. I decided to reward that, cupping his face as I moved faster. “I’m not mating any of those tossers. They are nothing compared to you. You are the only pet I’ve ever had, ever wanted even after all you did.” 
 
    “I love you too,” he whispered before kissing me so I couldn’t argue that I hadn’t said that. Maybe a kiss was better. 
 
    The sex was. I rode him like a cowgirl on a bucking bronco, both of us enjoying the fun until we were pushing the time. Still all I wanted was more of him, and he seemed to be thinking the same about me. 
 
    “Can I fuck you at the party?” he panted, staring into my eyes as he massaged my breasts. “You can do one of those privacy bubbles and I can fuck you against the wall, right?” 
 
    “Dirty pet,” I praised, leaning over and licking his lower lip. His dick twitched inside of me, and I couldn’t resist one more quick go, letting him lay me down on the sofa and try to see how deeply he could bury himself inside of me. 
 
    “That was so worth being late,” he groaned as he gently pulled out of me. “Shit, Soraya, every time it’s just as good. All the sex we’ve had and all I become is more addicted to you. You are like my perfect drug.” 
 
    “The feeling is fairly mutual,” I chuckled. I used my power to clean up and was about to shower us both when he leaned over and ate me out so I wasn’t sore. That was part of why he was addictive to me. He always remembered to tend to me like he needed to, couldn’t live without doing it.  
 
    That was fucking addictive to a woman who had been mistreated most of her life. 
 
    I showered and dressed us, adding makeup and hair styling for myself. I went with a smoky eye look with lipstick and sparkling eyeshadow to match the grape dress. My hair was a loose braid on the right side of my head so all my hair poured over my left shoulder so it stood out against the fabric and kept my skin revealed. I made sure his vest and tie matched my dress and decided to *his hair*. 
 
    “Don’t give up on me, Remy,” I whispered as we faced the mirror in my room, his gaze on me. “No matter what I do, don’t give up on me. I might be a gazillion years older than you, but I don’t have a clue to what I’m doing.”  
 
    He nodded, kissing my neck as his arms slid around me. “I won’t as long as I know you want me at your side.” He waited until I nodded. “But expect a lot of penance to be paid for neglecting and hurting me.” 
 
    “I’ll pay it with interest,” I promised. I angled my neck to give him better access to my naked shoulder. “Bite me, Remy. Mark me as yours.” 
 
    “Before an exhibit like this?” he worried. 
 
    I nodded. “I’ll hide it from everyone but us.” 
 
    “Fuck, that’s hot,” he groaned before sinking his wolf teeth in me hard enough he broke the skin. I whimpered in pleasure, becoming just as much addicted to him as he was to me. He pressed his lips against my ear and warned me of everything he planned to do to me that night. 
 
    Shit, biting me really got his motor going.  
 
    We were still wound up when I popped us over to the museum, smirking at him as he used me to block he still had a hard on. He muttered something about turnabout being fair play and it was so… Yeah, I deserved whatever he dished out later. 
 
    “Wait, will they only see me?” he asked, taking my hand in his that wore the ring. “Do you still need to hide?” 
 
    I swallowed loudly, understanding that part of his question was whether I’d show my face for real at his side. I nodded, and he took the ring off of me, slipping it into his pocket. The look of love and thanks he gave me was worth the fear of really showing my face for once. I let out a slow breath and slid my hand in his, walking behind the couple who had just come out of the next vehicle. 
 
    “That’s Soraya Devil,” someone muttered, and I recognized a woman who had covered news in Chicago and met me in person. “Ms. Devil, Ms. Devil, who is the man with you?” 
 
    I turned towards her and felt better when Remy slid his arm around me. “Detective Remy Hunt of CPD’s SPU division.” 
 
    “Are you dating, or is he just accompanying you tonight?” she followed up. 
 
    I swallowed loudly. “He’s my partner.” 
 
    “Detective Hunt, is this true? Have you taken the most eligible bachelorette off the market?” 
 
    He coughed and hugged me to him. “‘Off the market?’ Do people still say that like I picked her up at the store? Yes, we’re together, and I’m excited to see the exhibit Soraya funded for the museum. It was something important to her, and I’m thrilled it worked out.” 
 
    I kept the smile on my face and swallowed a flinch. Someone had coached my surly detective on how to speak the press, as he did it better than I did. I gave a quick wave to signal that was all we were going to say and moved along the carpet. We stopped at the photograph area and took a few photos together before they shouted for just me. 
 
    I ignored the questions of who the designer was for the dress for obvious reasons but also because I found it sexist that was the focus because I was a woman instead of the exhibit. No one asked that of Hunt. 
 
    He joined me again, and we finally reached the door, thanking the man who opened it for us. It made sense they didn’t leave it open with the commotion the press was making. It was a huge exhibit after all. 
 
    “Helen was a little vague on how you managed to get this exhibit,” Hunt muttered as he picked up two glasses of wine off a tray for us. 
 
    “Because I did it magically,” I said under my breath. He gave me a curious look, and I shrugged. “I have a few spells I’ve worked out to recreate any books that have touched a location on the planet. I also have a few artifact restoring and rebuilding ones. History is important and rarely told accurately, so I recreated certain books that were destroyed because their contents didn’t paint the picture some wanted.” 
 
    “Of course you did,” he chuckled, snagging us some appetizers. “You are so fucking cool.” 
 
    “You just want me to recreate your childhood coloring books, don’t you?” I teased him, flinching when I saw his aura flash grief. “What did I say?” 
 
    “Mom had a book of her recipes that was destroyed among some other family stuff when the people who killed my parents trashed the house,” he admitted, looking away from me. “Sorry, it just popped in my head when you brought up the coloring books. I didn’t—I’m not asking for—” 
 
    “I know, but I would do it if I can,” I told him gently. “I didn’t mean to upset you.” 
 
    “You didn’t. You said coloring books, and it sparked a memory of how Mom saved all of them on a shelf like you’d show the finest books in a library. She was goofy and sweet like that.” 
 
    “She sounds lovely.” I leaned in and ate the cracker out of his hand, knowing he wanted to move on from the topic. “That’s good.” 
 
    “It is,” he agreed.  
 
    “She’s dating a cop? All that money and a tight body and all she can get is a cop?” a guy said to his group near one of the other display cases. “Is she not capable of saying anything smart where someone real would want her?” 
 
    One of his friends snorted. “Do you care about the conversation? I don’t. I just want her under me begging for more and to feel that tight body wrapped around me.” 
 
    “Everyone says she’s a huge slut, so you have a chance at experiencing that,” a third added. 
 
    I sipped my wine and ignored it… Except Hunt didn’t. I realized he wasn’t next to me and heading in their direction. I popped over to block him, holding up my hand and putting it on his chest. “Ignore them. Please, just ignore the idiots who I wouldn’t even look at. They’re jealous, Remy, nothing more.” 
 
    “No one talks about you like that,” he growled, staring over my shoulder with a look of death. “And any man who slut shames a woman should be pounded into the ground.” 
 
    “I agree, but you hit them and all they will report is that and not the exhibit,” I reminded him, glad when that started to calm him down. “Would you really misbehave seconds after I introduce you to the media as mine?” 
 
    “No,” he sighed, running his hand over his head. “I’m sorry. I wasn’t ready for that. Other supes wouldn’t dare talk about you that way. I never fathomed the humans would be so stupid.” 
 
    “Stupid runs in every species,” I reminded him. I glanced over my shoulder and sighed. “Run along, idiots. Stop standing there with fear so thick it shows in your aura. Go hide.” 
 
    They listened, and I kissed Hunt to distract him from them and so he didn’t see where they went.  
 
    I pressed my lips to his ear and promised to reward him in dirty ways for wanting to hurt the assholes who spoke badly of me. 
 
    “Give them herpes,” he grumbled. 
 
    I nodded. “Already done. They’ll get them the next time they sleep with someone so they don’t guess it was from me.” 
 
    “Good.” He wrapped his arm around me and led me over to more food, which made me realize we’d skipped dinner. Well, we wouldn’t be staying all that long, so we could get food after. 
 
    The event was much more fun with Hunt and not just because of the hot sex we had in the middle of the exhibit hidden by a privacy bubble. It was more than that, as not only was he smart and curious, wanting to check everything out, but he handled pushy people well.  
 
    “Isn’t there at least a ninety day waiting period to ask her to donate again?” he had interjected when the curator had found me and brought up other projects and ways I could donate.  
 
    I swallowed a laugh and wished the man luck on the exhibit, letting Hunt whisk me off to the other side of the room. “I’m a single woman with vast means. Everyone thinks they can talk me into donating or funding anything they want, unlike men.” 
 
    He shook his head in disgust. “I can’t get over that. Plus, they never seem to factor in how old you are. There’s no way you’d have survived this long if you were that stupid.” 
 
    “That’s one of the reasons I like you,” I admitted, carefully looking anywhere but at him. I saw the confusion from his aura still and explained. “For all your faults, from the moment we met you never once have thought or said a single sexist thing. You truly believe that men and women are equal. You might have hated enchanters and magics, but my being a woman was never a factor in anything.” 
 
    “Well, it was in my attraction to you,” he teased me. 
 
    About an hour in I heard his phone vibrate in his pocket as I felt a familiar tingle up my spine. Damnit. Murder was one way to cut a date short. 
 
    He answered his call, and I made my phone appear, my heart sinking when I saw the address of the crime scene. University of Chicago. We had people stationed at all the locations with psych wards and mental hospitals to watch out for the spirit, so instead it hit a college dorm. One of the best colleges in the country would have a lot of depressed or students with suicidal thoughts. 
 
    I pulled Hunt with me to find the coordinator, thanking him for such a lovely evening but we had to leave for work. He was gracious about it, but his mind was swearing he’d not gotten the pictures and whatever else he had planned on.  
 
    I probably wouldn’t have done it anyways. The red carpet photos were all I would have allowed.  
 
    I popped us to the address while Hunt was still on the phone. He told them we were there and hung up as we walked to the police tape to get in the building. 
 
    “Ms. Devil, is it true that you’re sleeping with Detective Hunt? Is that a conflict of interest?” 
 
    I blinked at the reporter. “Why? I’m not under investigation for anything.” 
 
    “How is she in bed, Detective Hunt?” someone else called out. “Are the rumors true that she has several lovers at a time?” 
 
    He shot the guy an evil look but didn’t say anything as we ducked under the tape. He waited until we were inside before turning to me and letting out a slow breath. “Sorry, I wasn’t ready for those sorts of questions or people talking about you like that.” 
 
    I swallowed loudly. “You still with me?” 
 
    Then tension leaked out of his expression and he gave me a soft kiss. “Of course. I’ll learn to react better and walk away easier. I don’t like it when people talk about any woman like that. Your love life is not something they should ever ask about.” 
 
    “Agreed.” I turned and headed for the dorm rooms. “For the record, you handle them better than I do. I always snap and ask them if they think their parents are proud they ask questions like that.” 
 
    “I know, Helen begged me to not do the same,” he admitted. 
 
    “You did go to someone to get schooled in talking to the press.” 
 
    “I knew pretty well from being a team lead and working many salacious cases, but yeah, Helen and your PR department helped prepare me otherwise.” 
 
    “Damn, that’s sexy,” I said under my breath so only he would hear. 
 
    We headed to the first room, ignoring the stares and whispers from everyone, even CPD. He found the responding officers while I went over to the body. My heart hurt to see the kid that had been cut down from the rope to hang her. I once again wished I could destroy the ciemny tygrys, but it just wasn’t possible. Two more and I’d have all the brothers. One left after I caught this one. 
 
    If I could catch it. 
 
    “Be at peace, child,” I whispered before I turned away from her. I went over to Hunt and nodded. “Same spirit, not a new one. How far back are the teams finding traces of the spirit?” 
 
    He winced. “Only four days from yesterday. They’re still going through the list, but Helen said they haven’t found one dating past then.” 
 
    “That’s good and bad news,” I sighed. They only killed for twenty-seven days before vanishing, but less instances meant it was harder to track the radius, and as sad as it would be to have had it kill more, dropping single bodies was preferable than at the hospital or the seven it had killed in this dorm. Horrible but true.  
 
    But it also gave me more time to trap it if we could find a good indicator of the center of the range where it had been summoned from. 
 
    “You’ll come find me when you’re done?” I asked him quietly, unsure of how to handle this. 
 
    He nodded. “You’re just going home, right?” 
 
    “No, I was going to speak with Victor about a matter we spoke on earlier.”  
 
    He gave me a questioning look, but right then was hardly the time. “I’ll find you as soon as I can and we can have dinner.” 
 
    I nodded, squeezing his forearm as if it was a hug or kiss to say goodbye and maybe trying to lend him some strength to handle such a horrible crime scene. It was about the best I could do at the moment, and I hoped he took it as I meant it. 
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    My mind still on the dead college students who had had such promising futures, I popped over to Victor’s nest, distracted and not thinking of the time… Which was why I appeared in his bedroom. He was naked and reaching for something in his dresser. 
 
    “I apologize,” I muttered, turning around. “I was distracted and not thinking. Sorry, Victor.” 
 
    “Are you alright?” he asked gently as I heard the rustle of clothes. 
 
    “We have a ciemny tygrys in Chicago. I just came from a college dorm where it killed seven kids who were attending one of the best universities in the country. It’s such a waste.” 
 
    “I’m sorry you’re dealing with that.” He cleared his throat, and I felt him move closer. “Why are you here to see me, Soraya?” 
 
    “Not for the reason you’re hoping,” I whispered. “I did want to talk to you privately though. Should I meet you in your office?” 
 
    “Why are you in such a dress? You are a vision, perfection if I’ve ever seen it.” 
 
    “I was at the opening of an exhibit I helped find and donated money to help.” I stepped away when I felt him move closer. “I went with Hunt. I’m sorry I was distracted. I didn’t mean to tease you or imply anything.” 
 
    “I know, you would never do that to someone.” 
 
    “Not someone I respect or turned down,” I clarified. “I fuck with people all the damn time and enjoy it.” 
 
    He chuckled. “Yes, that you do. My office is fine.” He walked past me, his pants on and pulling on a shirt before opening the door. He knew I would follow and was probably more curious as to why I’d come than wanting to make me uncomfortable.  
 
    I appreciated that because thinking Victor handsome was never the problem. Who he was and what he wanted from me was. 
 
    He closed the door behind me after I walked into his office, taking his seat behind the desk. “Why do I deserve the honor of your visit?” 
 
    “How is the court case going?” I asked instead.  
 
    The government had tried to trap Victor and his nest into admitting fraud crimes while trying to stay hidden so they could steal their ridiculously valuable land and offer it to a developer who already had plans for it. I and the coven attorneys had stepped in to help, and the government had doubled down when we’d caught them with their hand in the cookie jar, thinking there was nothing we could do about it. 
 
    Idiots. We’d taken them to court, and the court of public opinion was destroying them with everything we’d presented along with proof the developer was incredibly corrupt. They were dirty from bribes all the way to speculation of some of their projects only getting land when the owners disappeared and there were no heirs to inherit. 
 
    “Good, very good,” he answered. “Just yesterday I did a phone interview about everything you provided about the donations and helping to set up the British Museum. Brits love their history and culture. Someone who helped so much with that has to be a shining example of a British citizen.” 
 
    “Glad to hear it,” I sighed, not hiding my relief, as it had been a risky gamble especially when ancient vampires weren’t known for behaving all that well always and certainly not with pissants who pushed too hard. “I was thinking of doubling down on the good press. We need more batteries if we want to keep helping the rainforest and sending souls back to where they belong.” 
 
    “And you have an idea for that?” he asked, raising an eyebrow. “We can find as many murderers and horrible people as you want. Hell, it would be a public service.” 
 
    “Yes, but that wouldn’t get us the press we want. Well, I don’t want it. I get enough press for PI’s fugitive recovery department. The federal government is getting pushy about us helping capture terrorists.” 
 
    “That’s a difficult position because they won’t back down once you do it but probably demand more. Plus probably threaten to turn you over to any government you take them from to face their justice if you don’t continue.” 
 
    “I didn’t think of that one,” I admitted. “But yes, it is a very slippery slope. However, if you did it, you’re a British citizen, so they couldn’t turn you over. And you can say you handed them to the US government because as of this moment you have lost faith in the British government.” 
 
    “Play mom and dad against each other,” he muttered, bobbing his head. “But how does this get you more batteries?” 
 
    “Not everyone we’d find at a terrorist camp would be known and the ones rewards were offered for.” 
 
    “Good point. You could find a lot of everyone there, and I’m sure their auras would be black and blacker so they deserved the punishment many times over.” 
 
    “That’s my thinking. I’m not asking for an answer. I just wanted to tell you.” 
 
    “Thank you for that and thinking of how to help us.” 
 
    I nodded. “I also want to continue to hire your nest.” 
 
    He raised an eyebrow at that. “We’re almost done with the major cities you wanted us to hit all over the world looking for psychics. Did you want to add cities to the list?” 
 
    “Maybe, but I also want you to look for enchanters. Not only do we have positions open at the companies that we could use help for, but things are even more dangerous than ever for them given I took out all the elders. It will be a while before I confirm new ones, and none are currently viable.”  
 
    I blew out a harsh breath and told him about the meeting from them deciding I was to mate all the way to their complete ignorance on reality. I told him all of it because I knew it would amuse and disgust him as much as it did me. 
 
    “Just when I thought nothing was worse than those corrupt, judgmental gits, now it’s ignorant and sheltered corrupt, judgmental gits,” he grumbled, rubbing his temples. “For the love for fuck, Soraya. Where do you even start trying to educate them?”  
 
    I told him what I’d done so far and planned to do, shrugging when I was done. “There are steps outlined in the bylaws about how to deem an heir unfit to take over the family seat. It’s complicated and lengthy with lots of hoops to jump through, but it’s the process to make it all legal and uncontestable.” 
 
    “Right, because that would stop them.” 
 
    I shrugged again. “Then I could just kill them. If they challenge me after being found unfit, they’re not heirs anymore, just rogue enchanters if they go against an elder. Sounds like a win/win to me.” 
 
    “If you need help, let us know. How do you want us to approach any enchanter we find? The second they sense or see us they’ll pop away unlike the psychics.” 
 
    “Right,” I sighed, thinking on that a moment. “I will have Helen print out notices you can leave in their hands, invitations for sanctuary maybe. You could drop it at their feet before they sensed you.” 
 
    “Smart. Very smart.” He stared at me intently until I had the desire to squirm, remembering that look well when I was a girl. “I could give you more than the wolf.” 
 
    That was not where I’d seen the conversation going. I suppressed a sigh. “I’m not going to debate that statement, as it’s open to interpretation, but he is who I want, Victor.” I held up my hand to hold off whatever he was going to say. “I am first, second, and third in his thoughts always. Isn’t that what you want for me? Isn’t that what I deserve after all I have suffered?” 
 
    He looked over my shoulder, and I realized Hunt had joined us we had been talking so long. “Is this true? Do you always put her first?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Prove it,” Victor challenged. “Worship her right here and now.” 
 
    Hunt growled as he moved up to my chair and put his hands on my shoulders. “That would be for your enjoyment and make her feel uncomfortable. She has acknowledged I’m hers, her partner, and you have no right, no say in that.” 
 
    “What does he mean?” Victor asked me quietly, his tone dark. 
 
    I swallowed loudly and met his gaze. “I told you he went to the event with me. There was media. I took off the ring and told them he was my partner.” 
 
    The shock on his face was almost amusing. “And you think a pup can handle what it takes to truly be at your side?” 
 
    “I don’t know, but he’s promised not to give up on me and to stay with me no matter how hard it is to be at my side. He wears my permanent collar, Victor. He’s not in this for a fling or to get anything for the wolves. He told one of his elders to bloody sod off, and Michael holds a grudge worse than you do.” 
 
    He snorted. “No one is worse than me except maybe you.” 
 
    “Michael is worse than me,” I promised. “There is no forgiveness or compassion in that man. Even looking like you might burn the bridge will have him scorching you and the ground around you.” I waved him quiet. “My point is he is my choice and he chooses me.” 
 
    “Do you love him?” 
 
    I opened my mouth but then closed it. “I don’t know that I’m capable of love after what I’ve been through, how I was raised. He’s the closest I’ve come since James, and he was more a life preserver of desperation when I felt no one would ever love me after finding I was nothing to your brother and you wanted me dead for not loving you.” 
 
    “Enough,” Hunt interjected when Victor went to reply. “You’re ancient, and there’s no way you don’t smell the sadness and hurt coming off of her. You’re hurting her poking at this and her feelings. I feel loved and want to be by her side. If she never says it, never admits it, I know I am loved in the way I need. And it’s all between us.” He moved around the chair so he could see both of us. “You owe him—” 
 
    “I know,” I whispered. “He was the big brother I never had for years and saved me. It’s a hard pattern to break when he helped raise me.” 
 
    “Is that truly why you answer me?” Victor whispered, that shock coming back. 
 
    I nodded. “Especially sitting in your office like I did when I was a girl, I see the man I thought a big brother that I wished was truly my family.” I pushed to my feet and swallowed my feelings. “But I am no longer that child, that girl who thought you were everything. I don’t owe you answers or have to justify myself to you.” 
 
    “No, you don’t,” he agreed quietly. “I will think on the first matter and let you know. We’ll help find enchanters for you. Let me know what you want us to give them.” 
 
    “Thanks for sitting down with me,” I said politely before popping us away. “How about a real London breakfast for dinner?” 
 
    “Are you okay?” he whispered as he pulled me into his arms. 
 
    “There has to be something wrong with me in the head that I don’t cut that nest off completely,” I worried, hugging him back. “You’ve had a rough night too, and we’re hungry. Let’s eat and head to bed.” 
 
    “I do prefer to tuck you in with a full stomach,” he chuckled, sliding his hand in mine. He opened the door for me and let me in first. “So where are we?” 
 
    “Balthazar’s is a London tradition and landmark,” I told him before asking if we could have a table for two. Luckily they could fit us in, as it was right after they opened on Wednesday morning instead of the crazy brunch time. We were seated right away with menus, and I snatched Hunt’s away. “Have you ever had a traditional English breakfast?” 
 
    “No.” He shook his head at my antics, knowing we both needed the fun and he didn’t try to fight me. “I’m not a fan of beans though. Isn’t beans and toast a thing?” 
 
    “It is, and it’s not a favorite of mine either,” I admitted. I didn’t want to say it was normally what my father hadn’t finished when I’d made him food as a girl and so it had been most of my food when I was young, but yes, I had bitter memories of beans that had nothing to do with the taste of them. 
 
    I was pretty sure the beans would forgive me. 
 
    Our server came over, and I ordered enough for a slew of humans, wanting Hunt to sample all the best of their menu, but also leftovers were always a bonus. He found it amusing as I kept acting like I was done but then adding more.  
 
    Plus, the server used multiple sheets of paper to get it all down. 
 
    I asked it be brought out as ready instead of waiting and packing the small booth table. Especially since there was a range of when already made fruit salad and pastries would be done versus a full breakfast plate. 
 
    After our drinks arrived, I realized something else on my mind, making my tablet appear and checking a few things. 
 
    “What’s on your mind?” Hunt asked quietly. 
 
    “How to be smarter than idiots but manipulative idiots,” I muttered as I flipped through screens. “Along with dishing out huge helpings of humility and reality.” 
 
    He snorted, understanding I meant the enchanter elder heirs. Yeah, people could only accept some humility if they were based in reality; the perfect example of how it didn’t work otherwise was the current president the US had. Lying to so many people made yourself be the one easiest to be lied to. 
 
    Circular logic but not untrue. 
 
    I sent some messages while it was on my mind and sent my tablet back to its charger while muttering an apology to Hunt. He seemed fine with it. It wasn’t like I was posting to social media during our date, and given how the day had gone—minus our fun naughty time and even part of the exhibit opening—I was pretty sure I wasn’t the only one feeling a bit raw. 
 
    Two crime scenes in one day was more than most could handle after all. 
 
    Certainly when you were helpless to prevent them. 
 
    We ate our weight in food, Hunt muttering he loved a real English breakfast and wanted it always as we did. I agreed and wasn’t one to skimp on meals ever. He tried to pay the check, but I quickly handed over my debit card. 
 
    “I invited you,” I reminded him. He nodded, but I saw worry in his aura, not knowing how to address it or discuss it. I’d never been on dates like this or had the money conversation come up.  
 
    Or should I have and ignored it other times? I would guess both were probably likely. 
 
    We popped to my apartment, and I realized neither of us was in the mood for nocturnal fun. No, I saw the need for comfort in his aura as much as I felt it. I didn’t like that I felt it, but maybe it was time to be mature enough to realize it was okay to feel that, accept it. 
 
    Maybe, but I’d probably revert to my old ways and go hermit once I hit my limit. I didn’t know how to be any other way. 
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    The next morning Hunt and I showered together, and that improved my mood. I had to start reminding myself that sleepovers included morning sex, and I loved morning sex. I handled a few things during a short morning walk, so I got back into my routine somewhat, noting Hunt worked out then too. There was a bit of yoga that got interrupted with ideas, and I popped to my workroom. 
 
    We met up again for breakfast and then had shower sex.  
 
    “Was that better than the mornings you’ve been having?” he asked me when he grabbed a towel to dry off, not waiting for my answer or being a brat to gloat. 
 
    Fine, he won. Yes, it was better, and I tingled in the best way from multiple rounds of sex. 
 
    I dried off and dressed before giving him a kiss goodbye and popping over to the enchanter elders’ estate. I nodded to the six of my coven who worked for PI that Helen had assigned to help me on an idea. 
 
    “We’re missing six,” Connie told me, handing over the file. 
 
    I read it over, nodding before making one of the enchanter law books appear, opening it to the page I wanted. “I want all of you to read the law on being an elder because a lot of you keep spouting the same bullshit and you are completely incorrect.” I stared out at the room, ignoring several looks of hate and anger. “Nowhere does it say male heirs or male children. 
 
    “It says the oldest is the first to be considered. Unlike the elders I sentenced, the original enchanters of our bloodlines were not sexist. Half were women. Our powers come from Mother Earth. Why the fuck do any of you think women below you or weaker? It’s insane. So bullshit me one more time and I will find you unfit. I called this meeting for all the children of the former elders. Get the rest here.” 
 
    “My sister doesn’t want it,” Daniel Stewart told me again. 
 
    “You are lying to me,” I seethed. “I can see it in your aura. Just stop. Stop it. You are wasting my time, and you will not like how I repay you for that.” I silenced him magically before focusing on the image in his mind and popping over to the woman I assumed to be his sister. 
 
    Only to find her locked in a closet. 
 
    “Un-fucking-real,” I hissed, using my magic to tear off the door. My rage about poured off of me when I found her tied to a chair with tape over her mouth, a power circle drawn under her meant to trap a magical signature. It was meant to hold children to a spot when they started learning teleporting so they didn’t bounce all around like a kid on too much sugar.  
 
    I freed her and brought her with me back to the elder estate, going right for Daniel and punching him as hard as I could in the face. 
 
    “Lie to me again and pull this shit and I won’t just mark you ineligible but end you,” I warned as I squatted down next to him, letting him see in my eyes I was serious. “Do you believe me?” 
 
    “No, because you’d have mutiny on your hands,” he snapped.  
 
    I stood and glanced around the room, smiling evilly at him when I focused back on him. “Too bad you can’t see auras or you’d know that statement not to be true. Several would love you to be gone because they hate you too, others thinking they would be the next strongest.” I looked around the room. “Get the rest of your siblings before I fucking lose my temper. Do not lie to me again.” 
 
    I wasn’t all that shocked when the others popped away. I waited until they came back, addressing the group of over forty. 
 
    “You are about to learn how far behind you are from normal enchanters you look so far down your fucking noses at. Take the education and know that every time you fail one of these tests, it’s a strike against you for me to rule you out. None of you seem to be hearing me on this. It’s in the fucking founding laws. I don’t have to pick any of you. I am the Warloc heir and elder. The rest of you are nothing without my say so. Accept it or lose everything.” 
 
    I didn’t wait for them to answer, bringing us all back to the coven but instead of the lobby this time, I brought them to one of the classrooms. We had two whole floors of the building that functioned as school for the kids or training for employees. 
 
    “I apologize for interjecting to the scheduled training,” I said to the teacher before turning back to the heirs. “If you act out, start shit, or bitch at me, you fail this portion of the test. You can fail the actual test and still have a chance, so stop with all the bluster and realize the truth.”  
 
    I waited until several nodded before moving to the front of the room. There were a dozen people standing there in front of the younger kids who had their magical training first class of the day. I gave a few winks to the munchkins that waved at me before gesturing to the people.  
 
    “Who can tell me what species they are?” I stared at the heirs, seeing their confusion as they glanced among each other. Then I nodded to the kids, several who had their hands up. “Do you understand? Knowing how to read auras and determine species and threats and everything else is what we teach young children.” 
 
    “Assuming you aren’t lying to us,” one shot back. 
 
    “They can’t tell if you’re lying?” Little Matthew asked, his eyes going wide as he glanced between us. “Were they bad in school and got kicked out, boss?” 
 
    “No, they weren’t given the education you guys were,” I said to him. “Why don’t you show them what you’ve already learned?” 
 
    “Got it, boss!” He jumped out of his seat and came up front, stopping a few feet away from the first person. He focused intently, studying around the man a few moments before looking at me. “Vampire. He’s a vampire.” 
 
    “Very good,” the vampire praised, letting his fangs slide out. His eyes went wide when several of their heirs gave shrieks of fear. 
 
    Including Daniel Stewart. Oh yeah, he should absolutely be the big man in charge of all the elders. 
 
    “For the love of fuck,” I whispered, flicking my hair over my shoulder. “Have none of you seriously not been around other species?” I saw in their auras very few had. I shook my head in disgust. “We have more than enchanters in this coven. You were yesterday and you didn’t even know it. Do you now get how far behind you are? You are dangerously ignorant and believe you should lead us.” 
 
    “Wolf!” Little Matthew announced, figuring out what the next woman was while I’d been talking. 
 
    She nodded, smiling widely as she flipped over the card around her neck. They would shift later in the class, but not everyone could shift right back or do partial shifts. “Very good.” 
 
    “Does someone else want to try next?” the teacher interjected, wanting the others to have practice as much as Matthew. 
 
    I made a package of frog stickers appear in his hand as he sat back down, and the grin I received for them eased some of the tension in me. I gave out several other rewards, amusing the adults who had been part of this class before along with the kids. 
 
    “Caster?” a little girl guessed when it was her turn and we were several people along. 
 
    “Psychic,” the man corrected, flipping around the hanging card. 
 
    “Sorry,” the girl whispered, rushing back to her seat.  
 
    I gave her some stickers and squatted down in front of her desk until she looked at me. “That’s a hard one to tell the difference on, which we wanted to show you. We don’t stop answering or trying because we got it wrong, we work hard and get the question right if we can next time, yes?” 
 
    “Yes, boss,” she agreed, bobbing her head before thanking me for the stickers. 
 
    When it was the caster’s turn, the little boy guessing got it right and then was completely adorable how he grabbed the woman’s hand and moved her near the psychic, explaining to his classmate what he saw that was different in their auras to tell them apart. I looked over to the heirs and saw a handful actually paying attention and focusing like they were trying to see the same.  
 
    Well, that was something at least. 
 
    Next, the shifters moved behind changing screens and came out in towels, shifting for the class one by one. 
 
    And three of the heirs fainted. 
 
    Seriously, they fainted, just dropped like rocks. 
 
    “Yeah, no, you guys are the best of the best fainting in fear when young children are fine,” I drawled, rolling my eyes. “If this doesn’t get through some of your thick heads, there really is no help for you.” 
 
    When class was over, I thanked the teacher for allowing me to butt in and brought the heirs—even the passed out ones—back to the elder estate. I made copies of all the original elder laws, the current enchanter laws, along with the current laws of England. To say there were stacks and stacks of books was an understatement. 
 
    “I know all of these books and laws,” I told them firmly. “If you don’t, shame on you for thinking you should lead or rule on laws you do not know. Enough with the drivel the old elders said or preached. They were sentenced to death for going against so many laws it would take me weeks to list them.  
 
    “And if I find any of you restraining, gagging, or so much as intimidating people, I will bring charges against you. The eldest male is not in charge to be dictators. I could have the human authorities of this country to arrest you and I will. I will do all of it.” I waited until I saw most of the auras believed me. “And I would eat as you study, as I will be using power and the collars you wear today.” 
 
    “Elder Devil, I wish for a moment,” one of them said respectfully since it was clear I was leaving. I glanced over and saw he was the only one from yesterday not wearing a collar. 
 
    I nodded, and he led me to a private sitting room across the hall. “I’m sorry, I haven’t kept all the names straight.” 
 
    He dipped his head. “Of course. I’m Rupert Harper. I am the eldest of my siblings, but I do not know where the others are. I helped them escape my father left and right, and he didn’t seem to care much as long as he still had his heir.” 
 
    I nodded, swallowing down the knowledge one was actually in my coven, deciding to have the conversation with them first. “Thank you for being honest. It’s nice to meet you, Rupert. What can I do for you?” 
 
    He opened his mouth but then closed it before scratching his cheek. “Is there any chance I could be enrolled in that class? I know I will start with the children, and I accept that, as I am as ignorant as you say. I don’t feel I am fit to be an elder, and I simply want to learn, but I do know the other heirs, and I’m worried if they do take over. I’m worried about the siblings you demanded be added.” 
 
    “What would you suggest?” I asked after a moment. 
 
    Again he opened his mouth but then closed it before trying again. “Intimidation is hard to prove and easy to wiggle out of. However, if you ordered them to stay with someone else and for there not to be contact, those are clear lines.” 
 
    “Alright,” I agreed after a moment. “I would like to send a few guards that are shifters and would also give you and your guests a chance to learn about the real world.” 
 
    “Oh please, yes, that sounds wonderful,” he accepted smiling at me. “Thank you, Elder Devil.” 
 
    “You’re welcome.” I texted Tommy I needed him as we went back with the others. He appeared with a few security, and I saw the three had woken from passing out, Daniel already giving his sister death looks along with a few others.  
 
    “What do you need, boss?” Tommy asked, eyeing over the group and taking in the auras.  
 
    “I would like you and your team to escort several of the heirs to retrieve their belongings and then to the Harper estate where they will be staying and receiving sanctuary, as I found one of them trapped in a power circle in a closet, restrained, and gagged.”  
 
    “That’s against even our laws and British laws,” one of Tommy’s guys seethed. 
 
    “Apparently none of them know the laws,” I drawled. “But they will learn them. I also want to hire a shifter team to guard the estate. Someone we’re friends with, as they will be asking questions for their education as well, and we don’t want any short tempers.” 
 
    “Hey, why are they getting special treatment?” someone bitched. 
 
    I gave the guy a hard stare until he started squirming, not apologizing or acting like he was in the wrong as I was an elder. “You’re all lucky I’m not acting like an elder. Should I? How would my father have acted if you’d spoken to him in such a manner?” I bit back a smirk when several people went pale. “Maybe you deserve that sort of harsh response if you cannot act as you should?” 
 
    “I apologize for my tone,” the guy said quickly.  
 
    I nodded. Close enough. “Rupert asked, and I don’t trust most of you not to pull shit like you have been, and he offered his estate. He’s also the only one not wearing a collar from yesterday, so maybe start seriously having some of this sink in. You are the only people standing in your own way as I lay out everything for you.” 
 
    “What rules are we held to?” Tommy asked as he glanced between Rupert and me.  
 
    “Normal coven ones. If you feel them in danger, shoot any of them.” I shrugged, not giving a shit if they were the children of the previous enchanter elders. That didn’t give them passes or leniency with me at all. 
 
    “Understood. We got this.” 
 
    “You always do, darling.” I popped home to get going on some paperwork along with bespelling a lot we had coming into the warehouse. 
 
    Helen found me there just before lunch, and I wanted to sigh when I saw she had on her bad news face. She winced, knowing I’d caught on without even having to look at her aura. “It’s not bad, I’m just not sure I should tell you or get involved.” 
 
    “Would you want me to tell you if the situation was reversed?” 
 
    “Yes,” she answered immediately. 
 
    “Then tell me.” 
 
    “Hunt asked me if he could pick up recovery cases on the side like others with SPU since they’re human recoveries and not their jurisdiction.” 
 
    “Why would he…” I trailed off, thinking about dinner last night and even the club the day before and how I’d paid. I flicked my hair over my shoulder, agitated but not really mad. “What would you do?” 
 
    Again she immediately replied. “Talk to him. He failed horribly when the government tricked him. Then he tripped a few times at the tribunal with the elder games and new attention. He wants to do better, and he talked to me and PR—” 
 
    “He told me,” I interjected. “Thank you. He did well, and it seemed to help him.” 
 
    “He did do well, and it’s everywhere that you’ve not only let the world see you but he is in the running to be Mr. Soraya Devil.” 
 
    “Oh, he must hate that,” I hissed, rubbing my neck. “Even if he is my pet, that has to be horrible with his job.” I sighed. “Is that why he asked, you think?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I know this is probably a conversation I’ll have to have with Tommy as well since I make more than him. It’s not easy, but I think it best to handle the moment it comes up instead of letting it fester.” She cleared her throat when I didn’t respond. “Hunt’s doing stuff we would pay people for to help, Soraya. Remind him of that and everything isn’t about money. You got this.” 
 
    “Do I?” I challenged, not believing I did. 
 
    “You’re better at emotional things than you think. You did save us after all and made sure we were okay. You’re not anywhere near as broken as you think. You’re as broken as the rest of us.” 
 
    “Thank you.” I gave her a wink, and she looked relieved when she popped away. Yeah, I would feel better getting that off my chest as well. 
 
    Not really to have the conversation I needed to, but she was probably right not to let stuff linger. I tended to push things and people away when it got to be too much, and that rarely helped anything. 
 
    It normally made it worse, but it wasn’t a habit easily changed when I’d spent centuries running to stay safe, stay alive. So yeah, it was a pretty ingrained default setting. 
 
    I used my power to change into a flirty, cold shoulder, long sleeved, cotton dress that was emerald green to match my eyes. There was still enough of a chill in the April air to tell I wasn’t wearing a bra, and given how short it was, I only had to lean a bit and anyone could see I was commando too. I added sexy lace up wedge sandals that would make up some of our height difference. 
 
    And then I found myself nervous to go visit Hunt. Now I was going as his partner. We’d said it. Officially. 
 
    Was the dress too much? 
 
    “You are too old to start acting like a shy idiot,” I grumbled, sucking it up and popping over to him.  
 
    Only to find chaos. 
 
    “Hunt, you have a guest,” Ellie called out, seeing me first. I felt better when she gave me a thumbs up, but I still couldn’t understand what was going on. 
 
    “Soraya, hey, hi,” Hunt greeted as he quickly walked over to me, running his fingers through his disheveled hair and fixing his tie. “Did we have lunch plans?” 
 
    I raised an eyebrow at that, crossing my arms over my chest. “Do we need them?” I was seconds from tapping my foot when he didn’t seem to understand my mood. “Did I interrupt something?” I gestured to his appearance when he still didn’t get it. 
 
    His eyes went wide. “No, no, that’s not—” 
 
    “Another three places dropped off food,” someone said from behind me. 
 
    I glanced over my shoulder and saw an officer holding several paper bags with restaurant logos along with catering trays. I realized that everyone was going back and forth from the conference room, and my feet moved on their own. 
 
    “Wait, Soraya, hang on,” Hunt muttered, darting in front of me and holding up his hands in surrender. 
 
    “What is going on here if you’re not having some sort of lunch that would anger me?” I quietly demanded, my tone making it clear that he should answer. 
 
    He cleared his throat and then scrubbed his hands over his face. “The pie lady told her friends I was going to be the contact to get at you. Plus, the front desk has started informing places that inquire that it’s me they need to contact so…” 
 
    “Oh fuck,” I whispered, covering my face as it flushed, embarrassed at my mistake. “You look like you’ve gone several rounds and—” 
 
    He chuckled when I snapped my mouth closed. “You got jealous?” 
 
    I lowered my hands and flicked my hair over my shoulder, drawing attention to what I was wearing, feeling better when heat filled his eyes. “Wouldn’t you have jumped to the same place if I was disheveled, dodging seeing you, and hiding lunch from you?” 
 
    “I would smell anyone on you,” he reminded me.  
 
    I bobbed my head and glanced past him at the conference room, sighing when I saw all the chaos. “I’m so sorry.” 
 
    “Hey, free food is always welcome with cops,” another officer chuckled as more was brought in. 
 
    “I would never have guessed they’d just send food when it was you,” I grumbled, rubbing my neck. “My people always make it clear that sending food without invite or clearing it first would do nothing but annoy me and annoying me was stupid.” 
 
    Hunt shrugged. “Live and learn. There’s so much crazy that there’s no way we’ll be able to figure it all out. We’ve got other stations and precincts picking it up since there’s no way we could eat it all and not have it wasted, as we don’t have enough fridges.” 
 
    “Oh good, your boss or the new guy in charge is going to have reason to hate me unlike the old one,” I muttered, my eyes burning as I turned away from him. “I’ll get people here to—” 
 
    “Soraya, no one’s mad,” he murmured, hugging me from behind. “The captain knows, and so does the captain of this division.” 
 
    “Helen told me what the press is saying,” I whispered. 
 
    He didn’t reply for a moment. “You think I give a fuck if people refer to me as Mr. Soraya Devil?” 
 
    “I don’t know. It seems disrespectful of your position. I figured it would at least cause you some headaches.” 
 
    He snorted, kissing my hair. “If they call me that, they’re not calling anyone else that. I expected it. Helen did too. I don’t care.” 
 
    “Do I get points for wearing this to visit?” I tried, glad when he pressed himself closer, letting me feel how much he liked it. “And not wearing anything under it?” 
 
    “For the love of fuck, Soraya,” he groaned quietly against my hair. He turned me and gave me a gentle kiss. “All I need is help to call all these places and explain the crazy. Tell the front desk to add that sending food won’t do anything but feed hungry cops for free.” 
 
    “But we’ll tell you what’s good,” Ellie offered, walking by with a full plate. “This brisket is kickass. No clue where it was from, but shit, it’s good.” 
 
    “Glad you’re enjoying my crazy,” I chuckled. “Or Hunt’s crazy for being too nice and offering to help.” I fixed his tie as she walked off laughing. “Can you take a bit for lunch? I did want to talk about something.” 
 
    “Is it bad?” 
 
    “No, I just don’t know how to handle it,” I admitted after a moment. “Please understand I’m trying really, really hard not to back away when stressed or I don’t know how to handle something. You asked me not to, and I’m trying.” 
 
    “Thank you,” he breathed, giving me another quick kiss. “Yes, let’s make plates and we’ll eat in your living room. I can take twenty minutes or so.” 
 
    That should be long enough. He made plates while I called the front desk, explaining the situation. They were full of apologies that they didn’t think to specify that and even offered to pop over and help distribute the crazy along with call all the places. Perfect. That would be a huge help. 
 
    I ended up bringing us to my kitchen and setting food down on the table before grabbing drinks from the fridge. I put them down and decided to handle this before food, sitting on Hunt’s lap before he could scoot in. 
 
    “We’re not eating?” he checked, glancing down my dress and clearing his throat. 
 
    “I want to back away for this conversation, so instead I’m making sure I’m as close to you as possible,” I answered honestly. I moved to straddle his lap, sliding my arms around his neck. “Touch me, pet. Touch me and taste me.” 
 
    He moaned and did it, his fingers sliding against me before pushing in me. Then he brought them to his lips and licked them clean, praising me for how I tasted. 
 
    “If you didn’t pay for that meal, why is it so important you pay for other meals?” I asked quietly. 
 
    He flinched. “Helen told you.” 
 
    “Yes, and I don’t know how to handle it. She knew it would bother me—” 
 
    “Why? Why does my wanting to have more income to treat you as you deserve bother you?” he asked, frowning as his eyebrows creased. 
 
    “Because it’s not needed when I have so much money. You won’t beat me, so what does it matter?” 
 
    Anger filled his eyes. “It’s not about beating you. It’s about not leeching off of you.” 
 
    I frowned then too. “You’ve already done so much to help, even if we said it was punishment. I forgave you even if it’s still sensitive.” I moved my fingers over his lips. “I’m not paying you to help me with all this crazy, right? Isn’t that because you wanted to treat me as I deserve? Be what I needed? What’s more important? Being there when I need you like that or making the money to pay for dinners?” 
 
    He opened his mouth but then closed it, taking a few deep breaths and kissing my fingers. “I wanted to pay my own club fee. It’s more than I can afford, and there’s something else I wanted to surprise you with, and taking recoveries can help.” 
 
    “But it will take you away from me,” I argued. “Don’t you get that?” 
 
    “Right, but it’s—” 
 
    “No, I don’t want it, and you’re my pet,” I snapped, feeling about as childish and petulant as it sounded. “Pets don’t worry about money. You have enough on your plate and work hard at your job. I already worry about the crazy you’re letting into your life, and then you want to add on side jobs? When will we have time to use the club membership?” 
 
    He didn’t reply, studying me as he ran his tongue over his teeth, looking like he had a lot to say but was keeping it in. 
 
    I moved off of his lap and onto another chair, making my phone appear. “Fine, you go worry about money when it’s not needed, and I’ll contact that Alpha from Tokyo that has called a few times seeing if I was free. Apparently I’m going to be very free and with—” I blinked, and my phone was gone. I got excited when he snarled, which was so not how arguments went with a partner. 
 
    Well, I didn’t think they did. 
 
    “Would you? Would you really just replace me like that?” he demanded, getting to his feet and setting down the phone. 
 
    “No, I don’t even remember his name,” I told him honestly. “I haven’t been interested, I was honest about that. But you pulled me back, Remy. What happens when you’re distracted with paying your own way or whatever and you don’t pull me back? What happens then? Isn’t that exactly how people move on and move apart?” 
 
    “My wolf is not happy you picked another wolf, another Alpha wolf after saying I was, acknowledging our strength and place next to you,” he warned. 
 
    “Then you and your wolf be next to me and give me what I need, not worry about who pays for fucking dinner,” I shot right back. 
 
    “Fine,” he snarled, and in a flash I was out of the chair and bent over the table, Hunt kneeling behind me and eating me for lunch instead of the food. Twice. “Is that what you needed?” 
 
    “Yes,” I panted. “I appreciate you wanting to not leech off of me. I just wish you’d talked to me about this before Helen.” 
 
    “You’re right,” he accepted. “We were already talking about the case, and I brought it up because I thought of the surprise. I should have said something to you first.” 
 
    “Good, pet,” I purred, wiggling my ass at him. “Want your treat, or do you have to get back to work?” 
 
    “I can be late,” he growled, shoving his dick in me roughly how we both liked. We were both so wound up that neither of us lasted all that long, the sounds of us gasping echoing in the kitchen when we were done. He gave me a sweet kiss when I turned my head. “Thank you for not backing away. Thank you for talking to me before it spun out, even smacking me a bit when I got stubborn.” 
 
    “If arguments end in sex like this, I’m not as afraid of them anymore,” I chuckled, squeezing my muscles around him until he groaned. 
 
    “Shit, I really can’t call off the rest of the day.” He pulled out of me and helped me sit up, moving between my legs. “One, wear this dress tonight, as I’m not nearly done with you in it. Two, I think it would be bad for you to play with any wolves until mine is better about the break you took from us. I was seriously seeing red at the idea of you even calling Alpha Makoto, and that’s not like me.” 
 
    “Fine, but no more taking time away from me when I need you and not just to fuck me,” I muttered, hiding my embarrassment by kissing his neck so he couldn’t see my face.  
 
    He chuckled and hugged me tightly, having no clue how hard it was for me to handle issues like this. I honestly would have rather gone up against another demon or zombies than an upset man that I had to stand my ground against. 
 
    Even centuries of time didn’t heal all wounds. 
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    We actually went back to the precinct to eat, Helen and the teams from PI joining us and going over the map they’d set up. We were fairly certain of the radius, within a few miles, but that was still a huge area to try and lay down a power circle to trap it. 
 
    “I’ll double check each scene,” I told Helen. 
 
    “We can’t act yet,” she grumbled. “It’s too big.” 
 
    “Agreed. Not with all the other unrest right now. I can’t be down for a week.” 
 
    “Plus Beltane is next week.” 
 
    “Fuck, I forgot,” I groaned.  
 
    “Why do you think waiting another night will be such help?” Ellie asked, staring at the map next to us. 
 
    “Like most spirits, demons, or baddies, they like testing their limits,” I explained, pointing to the first few murder scenes. “It pushes out from where it was summoned. It will test that boundary and normally from the other side of the last one. It zigs and zags back and forth around its containment.” 
 
    “Got it. Shit, and there’s one more that can still be summoned? It’s dropped forty-three people already.” 
 
    “The last week it will drop way more than that if not caught,” I admitted. “The first one I went after took out over four hundred, and I didn’t even catch it. We’ve learned as we’ve gone after them. Putting magics at places it would hit helps, as it won’t mess with us, as they know a magic hunts them.” I shrugged. There wasn’t much else to really explain. 
 
    I popped over to the scenes and confirmed they were the ciemny tygrys. Then I got to work on everything else I had to handle, having a horrible moment to think I’d missed the ribbon cutting for the new factory but remembering it was the next day. By the time Hunt showed up for after work, I was very, very ready to play and have fun with him. 
 
    But instead he simply changed to casual clothes and told me we were going out.  
 
    Huh? 
 
    “A fire station?” I asked after he ‘ported us there. “Why are we here?” 
 
    “To have fun,” he chuckled, opening the door and letting me go through first. He pulled me after him to a living area where a bunch of ridiculously hot men were hanging out. “Hey guys.” 
 
    “Remy, you’re late,” one of them replied, along with several waving or yelling his name. 
 
    “Time zone difference and an open case,” he told them. “It’s not like I’ve been able to come for a while.” 
 
    “How’s the teleporting?” that first one teased. 
 
    “Terrifying.” He moved me in front of him and hugged me. “Guys, this is Soraya Devil. Soraya, these are my friends from back home in New York.” He pointed them out to me in turn, each of them waving when he said their name. “Jake, John, James, Bret, and Warren.” 
 
    “Lovely to meet you,” I greeted, smiling at them. “So we’re in New York, got it.” 
 
    “You surprised her?” Jake checked with a raised eyebrow. “You didn’t give her a heads up when we’re a handful?” 
 
    Hunt and I both snorted, but he continued. “She’s used to way more crazy than you guys could get into. I was practically scarred for life after hanging with her elder friends.” He sat and pulled me onto his lap. “Are you dealing me in next hand?” 
 
    “You play poker, Soraya?” John asked me. “We can pull up another chair.” 
 
    I opened my mouth but then closed it. “I honestly have never played without cheating.” I shrugged when several of them snorted or coughed at my answer. “Back room poker games used to be a great way to get information from bad people. Idiots would bet land claims on a single hand or slaves. I would wipe them all out from building their confidence and then cheating.” 
 
    “I thought you never stole?” Hunt teased me. 
 
    I rolled my eyes. “Yes, and Vegas doesn’t steal with the odds in favor of the house and all of that. Normally they walked away with gold or they’d come hunting for me, but it was a good way for people who wouldn’t sell.” I lost focus of the conversation for a moment as I studied what I was getting from Warren. 
 
    “You okay?” Hunt muttered. 
 
    “Yes, what?” 
 
    “We were saying we were going to order pizzas. We get four or five larges.” 
 
    I frowned, glancing between them. “That’s not nearly enough if Hunt’s here eating. His metabolism is six times what yours is.” 
 
    They went quiet, Hunt sighing. “I normally pick up food on the way home. It’s fine. I didn’t want you guys to spend so much extra when we take turns picking up the tab because I can out eat all of you.” 
 
    “I could have just made food instead, idiot,” Bret grumbled. “Don’t hide shit from us like that. We’ve been through too much.” 
 
    “Where do you order from?” I asked, thanking John when he handed me a menu. “How long have you all known each other?” 
 
    “Remy and Mina moved to the neighborhood after their parents died,” Jake said gently. “Their uncle lived there, and he wasn’t ready for kids and certainly not a teenager angry at the world. We all knew each other since diapers and sort of adopted them.” 
 
    “They helped with Mina when I couldn’t and even my uncle for taking us in,” Hunt added. “They never cared we were wolves, and it was about the only way I survived losing our parents. The press from the case and even protests not to let supes in normal neighborhoods was horrible. It just all blew up because the DA was prosecuting humans for killing animals.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I muttered, not sure what else to say. Warren’s aura flashed again, and I made my phone appear, dialing Jerome. “Darling, can I borrow you a moment? One of Hunt’s friends has an injury that’s worrying me, and we know I shouldn’t heal things like that.” 
 
    He appeared a second later, and I hung up my phone. “Hunt, you have to tell the front desk when she’s off the clock or the plan. We’ve been waiting for her in the cafeteria to handle a few things.” 
 
    “Right, sorry,” he muttered.  
 
    “Handle what?” I asked, accepting some folders from him before he went over to Warren. “Wait, we need to eat.” I quickly perused the menu of the Italian restaurant that also had the pizza, noting what was already marked like they were the regular items ordered. I quickly dialed and doubled their order along with a lot more, figuring the firehouse would love leftovers. 
 
    “She does that a lot,” Remy muttered as he sat me in my own chair so he could play cards while I reviewed what was in the folders. 
 
    “Okay, I’ve healed the scar tissue enough that it’s not pressing on the nerves and should help with mobility,” Jerome told Warren. He made a sheet of paper appear and gave it to him. “Stop by the Magical Healing you have here and give that to the healer. They’ll walk you through what you need, how often to apply it, and maybe even some exercises to rehabilitate.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Warren whispered, accepting the paper before blinking between us. “How do people not know you guys can do this?” 
 
    Jerome and I snorted, but Hunt answered. “There’s a lot of hate and bad they get. They do something good, and everyone demands more, or she tries to help and people bitch she’s not needed.” 
 
    “Or we help a baby and the media is bitching that we’re elitists and only help famous babies,” Jerome drawled. “Our good deeds are always punished, and no one pays attention to the cost.” 
 
    “Oh, right, how much do I owe you?” Warren asked, standing and reaching for his wallet. 
 
    “No, he means the energy used,” I clarified. “He needs to eat and have more calories, so he’s going to hang out a bit until food gets here.” I gave Jerome a look to try me. “I saw how bad that was and the precision needed.” 
 
    “Yeah, my doc was talking surgery and pins and more,” Warren muttered before hugging Jerome and shocking us all. “Thanks, man, really. I was sure I’d have to retire and leave these knuckleheads all on their own. Or take a desk job.” 
 
    “You’re very welcome,” Jerome replied, gently patting his back. He made his card appear and handed it over. “If you guys ever need help again. We don’t ever mind when people appreciate it.” 
 
    “No, we don’t, as someone had to help us once too,” I whispered, giving him a wink. It was why my coven was so dedicated and fully believed in paying it forward. “So what’s left with Beltane?” 
 
    “What is Beltane?” Jake asked as he dealt the cards. 
 
    “Most humans know it as May Day,” I answered, waiting until a few nodded. “It’s a celebration to bless the harvest like Samhain is the celebration at the end of the harvest before winter. Sometimes there are pictures of May poles and ribbons with children dancing around it.” 
 
    “Yeah, but I doubt that’s the real deal or what enchanters do instead of humans,” Hunt muttered, giving me a knowing look as he picked up his cards. 
 
    “Right, speaking of that, that detective, Linc called and said you offered to invite him,” Jerome warned me. 
 
    I winced. “Crap, I forgot he was a vampire. He’s such a fledgling I forgot. Please call him back and tell him.” I shook my head. “Plus, the fling is over. That’s just odd.” 
 
    “Outsiders always want to be invited to the party,” Jerome chuckled before answering the unasked questions. “Vampires are unnatural, and Beltane is all about life and nature. It’s not a judgement, and we are friends with many vampires, but they are reborn as undead after losing their lives. Their hearts don’t beat, so having one at a party celebrating nature and what’s natural is counterintuitive.” 
 
    “What is left with Beltane?” I asked again. 
 
    He sighed, taking a seat John brought over for him with thanks. “Before we expand to buy more farms or finance more farms or buy from more farms and get into bed with more groups, I was hoping we could instead focus on more production from those farms. We added enough farms last year, Soraya. I think it’s wasted resources if we don’t fully utilize them.” 
 
    I nodded as he read over his figures and projections. “I don’t disagree, but how the fuck are you going to get more offerings the week before?” 
 
    “Offerings?” several of them sputtered. 
 
    I rolled my eyes, catching a few random thoughts. “We’re not sacrificing virgins or whatever.” 
 
    “Beltane is all about fertility,” Jerome elaborated. “For the land and for the people. There are a lot of people who get pregnant during the festival, wait to try and conceive a baby until that time.” He nodded to Hunt. “Jack had his first child that way. They came to one of the farms and were part of the magic.” 
 
    I nodded. “Others agree to be surrogates for those who can’t have children, and their selfless action is an offering to the gods to bless the lands and make them fertile. We start the whole thing with a virgin who volunteers, but she will hardly be the only one. Many will try and conceive with the magic running over the land. It’s considered an honor to help the pack.” 
 
    “Right, and more want the chance to have a celebration there again or for the first time even if not new.” 
 
    I sneered at the idea. “Oh, so now some want it when they dismissed us as pagans doing blood magic and raping innocents and excuses for orgies.” 
 
    “Yes.” He sighed when my magic started to ramp up. “The whole pack, pride, herd, or whatever should not be penalized for their asshole leader though.” 
 
    I bobbed my head, crossing my legs and my arms over my chest as I jiggled my foot and tapped the folders on my leg while I watched the game. 
 
    Hunt leaned over and kissed my hair. “You’re really pissed off and shaking the table.” 
 
    I let out a slow breath. “I don’t like giving cookies to assholes. There is a way to say you don’t feel participating is right for your group without insulting us or my people. Some were complete assholes, and we made all the preparations and then that night they threw the food and everything else at us when we showed up. I cannot just forgive that and act like it’s fine because they’re now educated.” 
 
    “Then don’t,” he said quietly as if not sure his advice was welcome. “Do it again at other places if you can swing it, and let the others spend the year working for a chance at next Beltane. Tell Cameron and the others. Hell, make them do it at vampire places where you can’t have the covens participate, right?” 
 
    “That’s a good idea,” Jerome agreed. “Would you be okay with doing more celebrations at places we have before?” 
 
    “Can we really swing this?” 
 
    “We can try.” He shrugged. “Even if we add one, that’s one more farm with the blessing and higher output.” 
 
    “Fine, but we’ll need another focus for the power. Who can handle it?” I had an idea and shot him a smirk. “Ask the angel on the roof if any of his siblings would like to join us for fun and lend us some energy given we’re working so hard to do what they can’t.” 
 
    “You know angels?” Bret whispered, all of them going pale. 
 
    “She’s dating one,” Hunt muttered, bobbing his head. “Yeah, that was a pill for us to swallow as well, but apparently they need her. No big.” 
 
    I wasn’t sure what I was going to respond to that with, but Helen appeared and handed me a tablet. “We have a fucking problem.” 
 
    “Shocking,” I sighed, taking the tablet from her and frowning when I saw it was a press conference, hearing the man but the camera was blocked from seeing him. 
 
    “Yes, we are to be mated soon. The moment I get my fiancée away from that dog who has brainwashed her, she will become my wife. Her father and I spent a good deal handling the negotiations for this alliance of our families and we—” 
 
    “No one asked her?” someone shouted, cutting in. 
 
    Rage filled me as the camera focused on Daniel Stewart. 
 
    “She will do as she should and honor—” 
 
    “Soraya, don’t kill him,” Helen worried as I handed her back the tablet. 
 
    I popped to Daniel, taking in the press conference he was having, seething when I realized it was on the block I owned, outside the main warehouse for Magical Healing. “Funny how my father didn’t know I was alive, and yet you’re swearing there was some mating contracts you all signed that would be illegal since I didn’t sign shit.” 
 
    He gave me a pitying look. “We’ll have you healed soon and—” 
 
    I burst out laughing. “Right because we didn’t foresee you trying to pull some desperate move.” I ignored what he said next and smiled at the media, making what I wanted appeared. “Who would like the surveillance recordings from the enchanter elders’ estate where this sexist pig threatened to withhold my inheritance from me unless I mated who he said?” 
 
    “What?” Daniel seethed. “That cannot be legal for you to have!” 
 
    “I’m the only current elder, so yeah, it’s absolutely legal,” I jeered as he tried to take them. He raised his hand to hit me, and I was going to allow it for the cameras, but suddenly Hunt was there and Daniel hit his chest instead. 
 
    “Touch her and you’ll do more than be arrested for fraud as all of this is bullshit,” Hunt warned, a growl in his tone. “You can announce it to whomever, send messages to aliens even, and you won’t trap her into mating you. And you were stupid to do it on American soil where she’s not only a citizen but the elder to handle this.” 
 
    I quickly used my magic to bind Daniel and keep him there. 
 
    Tommy did one better and brought Daniel’s sister as he arrived with a team. “You are not even the eldest of your family. No matter your sexist views, that is not our laws nor the laws of either country.” 
 
    “Don’t be stupid, Rachel,” Daniel warned his sister, rage in his eyes. 
 
    She let out a shaky breath before focusing on me. “Elder Devil, as head of my coven and eldest of my family, I ask to bring charges against my brother, Daniel, for not only this fraud and entrapment, but a list of crimes. My father was the only reason my brother never touched me, but after he died, Daniel made it abundantly clear that he would force you to be his mate and have us both serve him as women should. 
 
    “Not only that, but any female enchanters he wanted, and no one could stop him once he tied your magic to his and subjugated you, as you are a woman and inferior to him, alive to give him what he wants. With respect, I ask he be remanded in your custody until a trial and case may be presented.” 
 
    “Gladly.” I smirked at Daniel. “You are not the smartest of us, idiot. We were waiting for you to make a move we could charge you with. I know you’re ignorant and completely uneducated, but even you should know the rules on making a move against an elder’s coven, yes? What are the laws on that, Daniel?” 
 
    He went pale but tried to rally. “They aren’t applicable here, as your coven isn’t recognized…” 
 
    “By our elders? Right, but I’m the only elder currently, idiot,” I taunted, giving Tommy a look. “Lock him down at the estate and ask Victor to station someone there.” 
 
    “Yes, Elder Devil,” he said, smiling as he grabbed Daniel roughly. “And if you can’t see women as your equal, that’s your fear that they’re better than you talking. The rest of us are more evolved than that. Don’t give all enchanter males such bad raps.” 
 
    I reached over and rubbed Rachel’s shoulder in support before turning to the media. “I apologize you all got dragged into this farce and your valuable time wasted.” I handed out the USB drives with the evidence. “I will give you three free shot questions as long as it’s something you would ask if your grandparents were here and respectful.” 
 
    “Are you going to clean the subways in Chicago as you did in New York?” one called out. 
 
    “I’m not against it,” I answered honestly. “It takes a lot of power, and a lot of people have been rather rude demanding I drop everything and clean up a mess I didn’t create. I don’t take the CTA, I teleport. If people would like to help or bring us some ideas, I would think on it. I was clear it takes a lot of energy and fuel to make it happen.  
 
    “Instead of offering to make it work, many have just complained at me and been rude to my coven.” I glanced at the woman and shrugged. “Just because you could clean every house on your street, should you have to? Why doesn’t everyone grab a mop and go clean the stations? Because it’s easier for me? It’s not. I simple can do it.” 
 
    “Is it true you can teleport to anyone? How come you don’t help find missing children if you can?” the next one hollered after I nodded at her. 
 
    I raised an eyebrow at that. “You need to do better research before you throw judgement at me for how I use my powers. I did help find missing children. I helped many times. The question you should ask is why did I stop.” I didn’t wait for her to say it. “I helped find a child that was believed kidnapped from a wealthy family, except I brought her home to her abuser. 
 
    “She had run away, and when I realized this and the monster I returned her to, I tried to intercede, but it was made very clear my interference was no longer welcome. He even threatened to arrest me if I contacted anyone in his family again, which should have been several red flags for everyone involved, but he had money and power, and they were busy getting the pat on the back for finding his child. 
 
    “Except I had done it, and I was left with the guilt when she killed herself a week later, as she believed that was a better option. I washed my hands of ‘helping’ in that manner, making it clear that if I was asked to be involved and treated like a rescue hound to obey commands like I was only a dog to them, they could kiss my very fine ass.”  
 
    I gave them a few moments to digest that, all of them seeming to need a moment to swallow that. 
 
    “Could you not help find a missing child?” I pushed, staring her down. “Why don’t you drop everything when a child goes missing and start canvassing the neighborhood? Why are you not doing everything you could to look for all the missing children in the country instead of asking me questions?” I smirked at her when she frowned. “Yes, it feels horrible to have that judgement thrown at you, doesn’t it?” 
 
    “Are you monogamous? Is it true you cheat on Detective Hunt?” the next reporter asked. 
 
    “The moment that is any of your business, I will answer, you sexist git,” I snapped, narrowing my eyes at the guy. “Tell me you ask that of any men in the spotlight, and I’ll bust you for lying.”  
 
    Once all our people were clear of the reporters and to where they needed to be, I grabbed Hunt’s hand and brought us back to his friends… And to the scene of a fire. 
 
    “No, no more crazy tonight,” I about snarled, focusing on the apartment building that was up in flames and his friends getting out of the fire truck to go into danger. I focused on the fire and muttered under my breath, pulling the flames to me and absorbing the energy, basically cutting off the oxygen it needed to burn. It took me a few minutes, but I managed to extinguish it all without any more damage. 
 
    “Holy fucking shit,” someone whispered along with a lot of other exclamations and whispers. 
 
    But I was more focused on James, something triggering in my mind and tingling up my spine as I studied him in full gear. I moved over to him, muttering under my breath as he simply blinked at me, confused as to what I was doing. 
 
    “Wait, don’t distract her,” Hunt warned behind me. “It’s how she figures out new spells or that was too much energy for her to handle and she has to let it out.” 
 
    I reached under James’s helmet and plucked a few hairs, pulling other ingredients from my workroom to me as I worked up the spell I wanted. I closed my eyes and focused on what was in my cupped hands and ironed out what my magic was trying to tell me.  
 
    “A beetle?” Hunt asked when I was done and showed what was in my hand. 
 
    “I don’t choose the way the charms come out, the magic and spells do,” I explained, clipping the two inch charm to James’s harness. “But in this I understand. Did you know the dung beetle can carry over a thousand times its own body weight? That’s like a human carrying eighty tons.” 
 
    “What does this charm do?” James asked me. 
 
    “If you pull it off, it will protect you from even a building falling on you,” I answered, feeling the disbelief around me. “It’s a barrier like I have around my coven I can activate. If you feel a floor give, the ceiling, or whatever, yank it off and it will protect you until they can get you out.” I smiled when he gave me a hesitant look. “Yank it off, and I will show you.” 
 
    He nodded and did it, swallowing loudly like he wasn’t sure what came next. 
 
    I made a sheet of plywood appear above him, letting everyone see it rested on the now visible barrier. It was see through but visible, like a lighting change. I waited a moment and started stacking whatever popped into my head on the plywood. 
 
    “Holy fuck,” Jake whispered next to me.  
 
    I wasn’t done yet, wanting to see how hard the force could be like the barrier at the coven. I made a long board appear and swung it with all my might, watching it break on the barrier instead of touching James.  
 
    “Let me try,” Hunt offered, and I nodded, using my magic to put it in his hand. He had the others step back and gave it everything he had, the energy standing strong. “You are a miracle, Soraya, you really are.” 
 
    “I have my moments,” I muttered, making a grill lighter appear and checking if flames were allowed past the barrier, glad when they weren’t. “I’m not sure about smoke though. That’s not a lot of air in that one bubble. The idea has promise but needs work.” I waved away the lighter and everything above James, frowning as I took the charm from his hand. “And it’s only one time use, not hours. Damn.” 
 
    “Can’t you make more?” James asked. 
 
    “Yes, but that took a quarter caret flawless ruby among the ingredients, and that’s a few hundred dollars I believe,” I explained, still staring at the charm. “And your hair for your charm so it’s a tricky one.” I blinked up at Hunt. “Crap, I ordered all that food, and I have to pay for it. It should be there now, right?” 
 
    “Yeah, and let’s get you out of here,” Hunt worried, glancing around at all the attention we had, reporters showing up and more. “We’ll see you back at the station.” 
 
    “Cool, thanks for the help, Soraya,” Jake muttered as he headed to the building. “That was going to be a bad one for sure.” 
 
    They echoed what he said, giving me all the praise. It was nice to hear instead of more problems or demands. Hell, none of them even asked to make them a charm.  
 
    People always asked. I blinked at Remy and realized he’d never asked me for a bullet proof charm, I’d just given it to him. Okay, maybe not everyone. 
 
    I needed that faith restored in people right then. I really did. 
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    My faith was even further restored when I saw Jake on the TV in the fire station answering questions as the commanding officer on the scene and snarking back to reporters about my involvement. 
 
    “Soraya Devil is great, but she’s not Superwoman. She doesn’t have a cape, and I haven’t seen her fly. She’s one person,” he said firmly. “She was here, and it was awesome what she did. No one’s saying otherwise, but to expect her to just fly all around and put out fires on top of someone earlier giving her crap for not finding kidnapped kids and everyone wants their subways cleaned—seriously? 
 
    “Like enough. We have firemen, and it’s our job. We always appreciate help, but we’re fully capable of doing the job. If she makes that charm so we can be safer, she’s a goddess in my book, but she said it took a ruby among other ingredients and lots of energy. Why should she just provide that? I’m certain the fire trucks weren’t donated. Nor our gear. The alarms we wore were purchased.  
 
    “I would buy one and smack people who demand it or insist she give it for free. That’s just rude to someone who thought first to help. And with everything people already demand of her, to act like it’s about time she thought of something to help is just horrible. If this is how people treated me, I wouldn’t ever do anything. Talk about punishing a good deed instead of thanking her.” 
 
    “I like your friends,” I muttered before biting into another slice of pizza. “Really, it’s been a while since I’ve been around such levelheaded and kindhearted humans.” 
 
    “You’re always at the eye of the storm, Soraya. There are lots of good ones out there, but the yelling and hate sells newspapers and gets clicks.” Hunt shrugged. “I told Helen I don’t have anymore energy for the backlash or salty people after everything that went down with the chief of police. Enough. Addressing it just gives them the attention they want, giving assholes their treats.” 
 
    “You have a point, and I find your mind very, very sexy,” I admitted after a moment, giving him a heated look. “I believe Helen, Jerome, and Keegan are of the same opinion and it should be our position if you work it out with our PR teams.” 
 
    “I have a lot more ideas if you’re open to them.” 
 
    “Pet, I believe you know how I’m always open to what you want to give me.” 
 
    Which was how we ended up having hot sex in the kitchen of the fire station that his friends walked in on. Their reactions and range was hysterical, Warren making a comment about him always dreaming porn was real and he could see that in the firehouse before he died. 
 
    Except not all of them were their friends, so we had to finish up while they blocked us so no one got in trouble.  
 
    “Do you have surveillance I need to fix?” I asked when we were done and I used my magic to clean us up. 
 
    “That might be smart,” Jake admitted, showing me the cameras and where the system was. Two minutes later we were in the clear. 
 
    “Thank you for what you said. After Beltane, I promise to work on that charm and figure it out, give one to each of you.” I licked my lips when he gave me a heated look. “I do have some hot firemen fantasies that involve poles as well.” 
 
    Hunt cleared his throat, crossing his arms over his chest when I glanced at him in challenge. “I think I would need to be there if you play with my friends. I’ve not said that otherwise.” 
 
    “We can talk rules,” I agreed. “I realized I’m not okay with you giving oral sex to any woman but me unless it’s Sangria or Cameron and I’m right there.” I thought about that a moment. “Or mounting them. I think you’re only allowed to ride me like that. Maybe a few exceptions when we play, but that’s it.” 
 
    “Fine, but I don’t want any men doing that to you either unless I’m there and we’re playing.” He blurted the next part. “And no wolves.” 
 
    I nodded. “I rarely go near wolves. They tend to be overly aggressive if strong and demanding, which I don’t like for repeat fun. You are the perfect balance.” 
 
    James cleared his throat when Hunt and I simply stared at each other, probably feeling the hormones in the room even if human. “So are you back to joining us for gaming fun and when Warren streams?” 
 
    Except he was looking at me when he asked. 
 
    I frowned. “Why are you looking at me but asking Hunt? I have no idea how to play video games.” I glanced at Hunt, frowning. “Do you like them? I know you said you were a comic book geek and sci-fi guy, but I didn’t know you liked games.” 
 
    “You don’t like them,” he muttered, studying me carefully. 
 
    I opened my mouth but then closed it, sighing as I flicked my hair over my shoulder. “I do not know much about them. I very much dislike the ‘historical’ ones that basically mock history and what really happened. I also disapprove of the war type ones that make light of war, having fought in wars and aided dying soldiers, it’s nothing to fucking make light of, and you do not get another life if you die.” 
 
    “Agreed,” Hunt promised. “We play a zombie survival one and a few others for kicks. I haven’t since I moved and…” 
 
    “Right, you were on a mission,” I muttered, the topic sensitive. “Why does he ask me though?” 
 
    Jake shrugged. “He’s your pet. You’ve called him that. He’s told us that, and while we were shocked he got involved with an enchanter after a caster killed Mina, he explained you guys are seriously different and you’re a goddess forgiving him for him being a bitch and treating you like the enemy.” 
 
    I glanced at Hunt, smirking when he looked anywhere else but at me. “Is that what you said, pet?” 
 
    “More or less,” he confirmed. 
 
    “Of course you can relax and have fun with your friends.” I walked over to him and moved my hands to his chest, smiling when he met my gaze. “You wouldn’t have had time to if you’d picked up side jobs, and I would have seemed the bad master again, so good thing you listened to me, huh?” 
 
    He brushed his lips over mine. “Yes, you’re always right.” 
 
    I took in a long, slow breath as I licked my lips. “Say that again and agree to let me take over the fun we have Friday night, and I’ll even let you speak with Tommy and his tech guys about our servers that you can use for all your games like they do. I don’t understand any of it, but I know we have a ‘sick setup’ that they use on their days off. Well, if you use the computer versions.” 
 
    “We do.” He gave me another gentle kiss. “You are always right, and yes, be the boss Friday night, and I say that not for the treat but just because you are always right and I want your idea of fun always.” 
 
    “Good pet.” 
 
    We headed back to eat, poker forgotten with all the crazy of the night, but I sat there and listened to them talk about Alpha 17 something or other and it being delayed for some reason and a whole lot of nothing I understood. I did catch enough that it seemed like something fun to watch and Hunt really enjoyed it, commenting a few times he’d missed it. 
 
    I was in trouble because all I wanted was to give him whatever that made him smile like that. And I did like his friends. It was hard for us to be friends with humans, as they would die of old age and we would not. But we all had to learn that the hard way. I had centuries ago when I was young, and Hunt would as well, which hurt my heart to think of. 
 
    But that was life. 
 
    We headed home, and Hunt crawled in bed with me… Only for us to be woken when there was another murder. And even worse, it threw our whole map and range out of whack, extending the area further than we’d thought and skewing it all so we had an even wider potential center so we were further behind. That did not make me happy. 
 
    The next few days were like that. Up and down and up and down and up and down. 
 
    The ribbon cutting on the new factory was great, everyone throwing praise at us for adding jobs here instead of overseas and focusing where the income was most needed. I honestly thought what Jake had said smacked several news stations upside the head because they were much nicer even in their questions. 
 
    Plus, Helen told me that he hadn’t been the only human speaking out that they were tired of how they made humans seem as a whole. Most were not demanding I clean the subways and being jerks. It was a few that people were blowing up for the story. So that was a major up. 
 
    The down was some of the restaurants were pissed we couldn’t have kept it all straight like it was on us. Hunt wisely sent them pictures he’d taken with his phone showing it all and what they’d done to a police station like it was some prank, so to tread carefully. That and if they annoyed him, they would never get near me. 
 
    Well, okay then, they backed off. 
 
    That was an up before the big down of another murder, and while it was a single one instead of a college dorm or psych ward, it still put me in a fucked mood. 
 
    Friday was an up because with the help of other elders, we managed to extend the Beltane festivities and all of them were understanding that we wouldn’t even consider the groups that snubbed us without some serious penance. That and the ones who had been giving Jerome problems. No way. Good places got help and magic. 
 
    The rest could go fuck themselves. 
 
    I was pretty sure most of the elders realized I was being pushed way too far and if people didn’t start helping me to help everyone, I was going to throw in the fucking towel and tell too many to go fuck themselves. And knowing there would be another murder that night did not help my mood. There might as well have been a dark cloud swirling around me. 
 
    What did help was the other heirs realizing I was not screwing around with them, playing stupid games, or willing to give them an inch. Praise the gods and thank the angels that actually checked on the situation after Daniel tried to trap me into mating him when Brax had told them he wanted to mate me. 
 
    Not smart to piss off angels and trying to steal their brother’s woman. I think even Daniel realized he was bloody fucked.  
 
    I did bring my mood around a bit by acting on a tip Tanesha gave me about a situation in Africa. Victor was shocked when I showed up with a warlord and a few dozen of his people with the blackest auras that I didn’t even want to be near them. Fine, we got more batteries and could extend the others. Plus, I wanted those second banishing circles set up at the enchanter elders’ estate and soon. 
 
    It wasn’t like anyone else was jumping in to help fix the veil and save the world. Then again, I did have a lot of support who did a lot to help. That put some salve on my mood. More than that, Hunt and I—with the help of Keegan, Helen, Jerome, and even Victor—finalized what the range of cost was for my helping a restaurant. It was a start. 
 
    It was a good start and a way to help my coven with food as well. 
 
    The up of getting to visit the private club in Philadelphia was enough to get me through the day, handling the forms and payment before we even got there. And that was all blown to shit the moment I walked in and saw one of the scenes. 
 
    I froze the gangbang, the woman’s aura pulsing real pain, grief, and everything that told me she wanted no part of it. I stormed over to her and moved the man away who was painfully gagging her with his dick. Hunt got the idea and gently moved the others away from her. 
 
    “Who are you, and why are you touching my slave?” a man demanded. 
 
    “She’s yours?” I checked, waiting until he nodded. “She wants no part of this.” 
 
    He smirked at me like I was shit, a fly annoying him. “That’s not for you to say, sub. Go to your master and shut your mouth.” 
 
    “I’m her pet,” Hunt said, a warning growl in his voice. “Watch how you speak to my master.” 
 
    He gave a disgusted glance at Hunt before focusing on me again. “Fine, you have a pathetic sub, that doesn’t give you the right to involve yourself here.” 
 
    “The rules of the club are that anyone can ask to check,” I reminded him, actually having read all the rules before I was willing to sign and put my name to a place. I might not have had the most scruples compared to some, but I had very firm lines I would never cross. 
 
    And hurting innocents without being allowed to intercede was one of them. 
 
    “Fine,” he snarled at me. “Ask her.” 
 
    I unfroze them all and squatted down in front of the woman, noting they were leaving real marks on her beautiful mocha skin. She was some sort of mix or maybe had islander blood, but whatever she was, she was gorgeous, and I seethed in rage when I realized they were wearing rings to cut her because the place didn’t allow knives or any level like that. 
 
    Bastards. 
 
    “Hello, darling, are you willing?” I asked her gently, noting the fear in her eyes.  
 
    “I do as my master wishes,” she whispered, her gaze pleading with me to help her even if I couldn’t see it in her aura. 
 
    “See? Now leave us be,” the man growled as he reached to grab my arm and yank me away. He blinked, and Hunt was there, whispering several threats if the guy touched me. It gave me enough time to read her thoughts and find out what was really going on. 
 
    And his. 
 
    “Let’s have a moment because my pet is also a cop,” I breathed to the guy, his eyes filling with rage. 
 
    “Why would they ever let a cop in here?” he demanded loudly. 
 
    I saw a flash in the manager’s aura, and I had a good idea so it would push some back in line that were going too far. Nothing illegal had happened last time. It was an interesting thought and something to discuss later.  
 
    I grabbed the guy’s arm and popped the three of us to the far corner. “You will give me her contract.” I held up my hand to silence him when he opened his mouth to object. “You tricked her. You added an addendum after the fact explaining certain terms in ways that are not standard and initialed the page for her.” 
 
    “You can’t prove that,” he sneered. “This is all your fancy and—” 
 
    “Why is she putting up with this?” Hunt asked. 
 
    I suppressed the urge to smack the guy. “That addendum also has a fifty thousand dollar penalty if she breaks it before ten months and if she utters a word of what was done, which she thinks is legally binding when reporting a crime. She’s a college student and can’t afford that. He changed everything on her, like none would have sex without condoms unless screened.  
 
    “Normally that’s taking tests and showing proof, but he put in the addendum that he just asks them as the screening process. Bodily harm he redefined as anything that is life threatening and requires emergency treatment, which is why they’re cutting her. Basically he lied and uses her like a sex slave he didn’t even buy and he has the money to scare her, make her miss classes for school even.” 
 
    “Fuck,” he whispered. “Can you prove it?” 
 
    “Would you judge me if I went with plan B?” 
 
    Hunt snorted, and I caught a few flashes of his sister in his mind, thinking of how she’d been tricked and abused, wishing he could have saved her. “No. Fuck him.” 
 
    “No, he’s disgusting, but I will fuck him over,” I purred, altering the man’s memories and mind. I also made my phone appear and handed it to Hunt. “Send Samuel a text with this guy’s information so he can utterly destroy him and make sure he’s not hurting anyone else.” 
 
    “One of your attorneys?” Hunt checked, smiling when I nodded. “This is why I love you. You always use your power for good even when it’s darker undertones. That line is so clear for you no matter if you have to get dirty to keep people from being evil.” 
 
    “I have my moments.” I finished with the guy’s mind just as Hunt sent the text, and I smiled at the man. “Do we have a deal?” 
 
    He seemed to snap back into himself. “Oh, yes, of course, Ms. Devil. I will go fetch the original of her contract and everything I have on her and will call your attorney Monday to schedule that meeting.” 
 
    “Thank you, run along, darling,” I cooed before heading back to the scene, nodding to the manager that I’d handled it. He’d probably guessed something was going on, but if she kept saying she was willing, what could he really do?  
 
    I mean, and not ruin the club when people got pissed from interference? 
 
    “Pet, can you pop home and get—” 
 
    “Jar with the blue lid in your bathroom, right?” he checked, ‘porting away when I nodded. 
 
    “What’s your name, darling?” I asked the woman as I waved my wrist and cleaned her up and released her from her overly painful looking bindings and more. 
 
    “Fern,” she croaked after a couple of tries. 
 
    “Fern, I made a deal for your contract,” I said gently, feeling the many eyes on us. “Is that fine with you?” 
 
    She studied me a moment and nodded. “Yes, please.” 
 
    I waved the manager over and found out her membership was paid for the full year already, glad at least she got that out of that asshole. He showed us our reserved area since I’d already called and scheduled the package along with adding a guest. I had wanted to come a bit before bringing Sangria to us so I could have some alone fun with Hunt. 
 
    So much for that idea. 
 
    The manager actually lifted Fern up and carried her over, setting her down gently. She whimpered when the leather rubbed against her sensitive bottom, and I knelt on the ground, guiding her to lie down and promising I would make it all better. She thanked me, blinking up at me with gorgeous, light green eyes that were even more amazing with her skin tone and dark hair. 
 
    I took the jar from Hunt and gave him a look. “You can lick her to heal her, no more.” I focused back at Fern. “He’s a shifter. Can he heal you where this cream can’t?” 
 
    “Please.” 
 
    We made quick work of our tasks, and luckily it seemed they hadn’t gotten that far into their plans for her so she was recovering fast. A few more minutes and she could sit up and looked worlds better once I fixed her hair, makeup, and outfit. Damn, she really was a looker, her big eyes staring at me with thanks as she drank some water. 
 
    “Is she okay?” the mistress from last time asked as she moved next to me. 
 
    I nodded, catching a few thoughts from her head. “Yes, and if there are any others you worry for, we can talk privately.” 
 
    “Thank you, that would be nice. This is a great club, but we both know it only takes a few bad apples to ruin it for everyone.” 
 
    “Yes, that is the way,” I agreed. 
 
    “I’m Tricia,” she said, holding out her hand. 
 
    “Soraya.” I smirked when she nodded that she remembered. “I like to leave an impression.” 
 
    “Yes, yes you do,” Hunt chuckled. “So you have another pet?” His voice was tight but not jealous, more confused or maybe a bit worried. 
 
    I studied Fern. “I was thinking of having her be your pet, pet.” I smiled at Fern. “Do you know the history of being a ‘whipping boy?’” 
 
    “Yes, but that’s further than—” 
 
    “I know,” I promised, rubbing her knee. “But the premise I’m thinking of is the same. My pet isn’t as docile as most pets, being an Alpha werewolf, and I don’t get on my knees for any man. But I do misbehave. If I do, will you let him spank you in my place? If he’s good, will you reward him as I won’t? Will you play with us that way?” 
 
    She slowly nodded. “As long as there’s no more penalty for saying no or—” 
 
    “All of that goes out the window,” I promised. “We can draw up a regular sub agreement, not a slave one. Go to school, do what you should, but you play with us.” 
 
    “What else are you thinking?” Hunt pushed when I went quiet. 
 
    “She’s getting her degree in hotel and restaurant management. Pet, I believe we just found you the perfect helper and pet.” I gave him a warning look. “Touch her while I’m not around and I will clip your balls.” 
 
    He leaned in and kissed me softly. “It’s only fun if you are around.” 
 
    “This is why I’ll spoil you with your own pet,” I praised. I glanced over to Tricia. “Are you doing a scene tonight?” 
 
    “I’m hoping to. I want to train two of my male subs.” She gave me a hesitant look. “Last time I was distracted with a scene a few tried to get Annie to play with them. She wasn’t supposed to be coming.” 
 
    “She’s more than welcome to join us,” I told her. “I’d like to see that scene. Pet?” I saw the lust in his aura and chuckled. “Yes, he’s interested. I believe he’s hoping it’s everything I’ll do to him one day.” 
 
    “Maybe,” Hunt grumbled. “Aren’t you bringing Sangria?” 
 
    “Oh, right.” I did just that as Tricia went to go get set up. Sangria’s eyes went wide as she looked around. “Sorry for the delay, there was a problem when we arrived. Hi, lovely to see you. Welcome to the club we just joined.” 
 
    “You are my absolute favorite friend,” Sangria purred, leaning in and hugging me. “Fill me in.” 
 
    I did, and her eyes sparkled, thinking of the fun she could have there too.  
 
    “Annie, Soraya is your mistress tonight, understood?” Tricia said as she rejoined us with the others. 
 
    The beauty’s eyes sparkled as she focused on me, nodding. “Oh yes, thank you, mistress.” She moved closer to me. “Mistress, I will obey all your commands.” 
 
    “Did you thank her for your membership?” Tricia reminded her. 
 
    I leaned in and kissed Annie, making it clear that was all the thanks I wanted as she wasn’t a mistress or whore who got paid for fun. “You’re very welcome.” 
 
    “Fuck, Soraya, it’s your second time here and already you have two perfect beauties?” Sangria muttered as she eyed over Annie like her next meal.  
 
    I was technically bisexual, as I did like to play with women but not many, and I would almost always pick male over female to play. Sangria was closer to equal in desire, but when playing games, she preferred women. 
 
    Which was why I’d invited her. There weren’t many places that accepted stronger women and also playing with women unless a man was ordering them. I might never have been to a real BDSM club before, but back room everything was something I was familiar with for sure. 
 
    “If you play on the stage after my scene, it counts as a scene towards their monthly count,” Tricia informed me, and I nodded, the lust coming off both Sangria and Remy ridiculous. 
 
    We sat after I asked the server to double the drinks and appetizers I’d ordered and to charge my account now that there were more of us. Hunt reminded me we’d have a crime scene later, and while I hated that, it was smart to remember. I wasn’t going to get drunk anyways, and I planned to gift Tricia a bottle again. 
 
    And we could always eat. 
 
    Fern sat between Hunt and I while Annie sat on my other side with Sangria on the end. The couch was a regular one but not meant for five adults, which meant we were all on top of each other… Something no one seemed to mind. I waved my wrist and changed our attire for fun and ended up pulling Annie to straddle my lap moments after Tricia began.  
 
    We had a lot of fun. Fern ended up giving Hunt a few treats while Sangria and I teased Annie until she was begging for both of us to master her in any way we wanted. And we did want to. 
 
    However, I also didn’t want to miss Tricia’s scene. It was a good one, and to my absolute shock, Hunt was completely into it, his thoughts full of wanting me to restrain him and do all of it to him. 
 
    “You surprise me, pet,” I purred, leaning over and kissing him. 
 
    “Me too, but I’d only want it with you,” he admitted. “I love you and want everything with you.” 
 
    “Fern, reward him well. He’s being such a perfect pet he deserves it.” 
 
    “My pleasure,” she moaned. “I’ve never sucked one so big and nice.” 
 
    When Tricia was done, I invited her to sit and rest, her and her subs to eat or drink whatever while Sangria and I brought Annie to the stage. After checking it was fine with her, we restrained her arms over her head and proceeded to do everything to her. We teased, we pleased, we flogged, we pinched, we squeezed—we definitely made her scream. 
 
    “Can my pet fuck you?” I asked her, smirking when she moaned. “Pet, drill her until she passes out for our enjoyment, and I’ll let you have another week of sleeping in my bed at night.” 
 
    He was on me in an instant, kissing me deeply. “Can I also fuck you tonight too?” 
 
    Yes. My answer was yes. Abso-fucking-lutely yes.  
 
    And he did. After he gave Annie what she needed, impressing most of the men at the club and making several jealous, I sent Sangria home. I said goodbyes and checked Tricia would get Annie and Fern home, before giving Hunt what he wanted most.  
 
    Me. 
 
    I was what he wanted most and in any way. That was one way to heal a lot of the hurt and crazy going on lately. 
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    Saturday I popped all around checking on the preparations for Beltane, which started on midnight Tuesday. I always got personally involved after several of the problems we’d had at the first celebrations, and made sure I spoke with all the offerings privately and confirmed again they wanted this. It wasn’t only enchanters that could put pressure on the women of their community to do things they didn’t want. 
 
    And I would never, not ever be party to that. 
 
    I also stopped by Hunt’s friends and made them each charms. We could improve on it when I had time, but it would be horrible if I was delayed as I always was and something went wrong.  
 
    Victor and the nest agreed to wrangle some terrorists and use those without wanted posters as batteries, so I got them all and Hunt helped with the handoff so I wasn’t involved. It was a big, splashy media everything, and it seemed to be helping the public opinion of what Britain was doing to their nest. 
 
    Overall people seemed to think that the government should have learned about some of England’s oldest citizens instead of trying to steal their land and find reasons to arrest them. Now if only the US could be so progressive and use their heads like that, we’d all have easier lives. 
 
    But it was a crazy busy day and long for both Hunt and I, so we didn’t even get to see each other really until it was time to crash. We shared a look that we were too exhausted for fun, especially after all the fun we’d had the night before. Hey, that was fine with me. 
 
    “Do you think we could burn out on sex with all the crazy and kinky we do?” he asked me quietly after we’d crawled in bed. “I mean, don’t most couples work up to crazy and kinky?” 
 
    I snorted, rubbing my face against his chest since I was lying against him with his arm around me. “I used to worry about that, I really did, and then someone invented battery operated toys and a whole new world of everything was born. I’m sure robots will be a thing and whatever else we couldn’t even have imagined. Or I’ll create new spells for extra sensitivity.” 
 
    “Of course you will,” he chuckled, kissing my hair and hugging me tighter. 
 
    Still, it was a nice, peaceful way to fall asleep. 
 
    Which meant someone had to interrupt it. 
 
    I rolled over and made my phone appear when I felt the tingle up my spine, answering the second the call connected. 
 
    “CPD got a call that a green and blue hologram tiger was attacking a kid’s friend and she was watching it from her window but her parents aren’t home,” Helen warned me. 
 
    “Where?” I demanded, flicking my wrist and changing my clothes. The second she told me, I focused and popped over to the address. Glancing around, I was in the kitchen of a strange house. I moved upstairs when I heard a noise and ripped off a bedroom door with my magic. Sure enough, the ciemny tygrys was attacking a teenager, hanging him from a ceiling fan. 
 
    I shot out a huge energy blast before he realized I was there, catching him right in the center. Using my magic, I caught the kid and set him on his bed, glad when he was fine, coughing to get air. 
 
    The ciemny tygrys focused on me, and even with my necklace that kept spirits and souls from bothering me, I could feel him and more. Which I knew, as they were more than normal spirits, but this was the first time we were face-to-face like this, not one being pulled into my trap and locked away. 
 
    And he was pissed I could touch him. I felt his rage as he realized I was the one who hunted his siblings. I reacted before he could decide what to do—attack or flee—and used my power like a lasso and wrapped it around the ciemny tygrys. He gave a soundless roar that still shook the house with his power and drove through the closed window. 
 
    Taking me with him, and unlike a spirit, I couldn’t pass through walls or closed windows unless I broke them. It shattered, the wood even splintering as I was sliced to shit. I managed to focus enough to not land on the ground without help as he wanted to make me let go. He was angered that me, a lowly magic in his eyes, could fight back and hold him. 
 
    So he proceeded to take off and slam me into every car he could for the next block, but I didn’t let go, adding another lasso of power to even the balance and try to use them as reigns. It wasn’t working so well given he was a spirit and like physics didn’t really apply at the moment. 
 
    I cried out, coughing up blood as he slammed me into a parked work truck. I was already in so much pain it was hard to focus and figure out what came next. I saw the flicker of a street lamp as he dragged me along and realized what to do. Focusing on the energy, I layered the power to not only hold on and link us, but drain him. 
 
    He let out another soundless, ground shaking roar as he did everything he could to get me to let go. I wrapped the power around my hands and forearms, ending this and not letting one more person die because of this monster. I pulled more than energy, but images, putting everything I had into what I was doing, this capture. 
 
    I screamed as he slammed me into a building, my arm breaking in several places as my shoulder dislocated. The force of the hit spun me around, and he went right into a brick wall at full speed. I felt bones break in my face and more, my hand releasing the second lasso. I let out a sob in pain and disappointment in myself that I didn’t hold on longer. 
 
    The ciemny tygrys came back through the wall a few feet away, moving towards me, down on the tank but not fully done in. He wanted to kill me for taking away his prey tonight, for hunting him, and for capturing his brothers, but he hesitated because he didn’t know if his brothers would be trapped for all eternity if I was dead. 
 
    That hesitation was enough time for the reinforcements to arrive, Helen diving next to me and throwing up a barrier as she stared down the ciemny tygrys, basically daring him to try her. When a few more people arrived, he fled, realizing he was outmatched and there was a way for his kind to be dealt with, which he had never considered before. 
 
    Idiot. Everything could die and did. Even immortality didn’t mean indestructible. 
 
    “Check the kid,” I wheezed, coughing up blood all over the ground. 
 
    “Hunt had me call in healers, and one is with him and his parents,” Jerome muttered as I felt the warm tingle of him healing me. “Hang on, Soraya. Fuck, both your arms are broken and more. You’ve got broken ribs, a punctured lung, a shattered hip—” 
 
    “Just fix it,” Hunt snarled, kneeling by my head and brushing my hair off my face. 
 
    “She likes to know the list,” Jerome snapped. “And it explains why she let go so she doesn’t blame herself.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I wheezed, the guilt leaving me when he mentioned my arms as both hands were numb and not working along with the arms so it really wasn’t my fault. It became easier to breathe, and I sucked in a huge gulp of air. 
 
    “I’ve got a team working on the damages before people start calling in and bitching,” Keegan told us as he appeared. “How bad is she?” 
 
    “Bad but stable now,” Jerome panted. “We need to heal all the breaks in stages, and she needs more energy. She bled a lot and internally.” 
 
    “Printer,” I mumbled. “Need the printer.” 
 
    “What did you see?” Hunt asked, maybe the only one who heard me with his wolf ears. 
 
    “Summoning location.” 
 
    “Okay, we’ll get you home and print the pictures so people can start searching while you heal,” Helen offered, guessing I would throw a fit if they tried to make me behave first. She’d known me the longest after all. “Then we can hunt—” 
 
    “No,” I coughed, unable to reach for her as Hunt lifted me in his arms, my body not responding to me it was so broken. “Demon deal. The blood pact was made in the presence of a demon. He enslaved their souls.” 
 
    “Shit, so that explains why they’re so fucking powerful, their kills add to their energy, not they gain energy from being on the plane longer and handling their ‘mission,’” she muttered, filling in the others. 
 
    “Is that Soraya Devil?” someone asked, and I saw lights flashing, groaning that someone was taking my picture. “Did you do all this damage, Ms. Devil?” 
 
    “She saved my son’s life and tried to capture that thing that has been attacking people,” a woman snapped. “Leave her alone.” I blinked and saw a strange woman in front of me with tears in her eyes. “Thank you for saving my son. Thank you, Ms. Devil.” 
 
    “Glad he’s okay,” I muttered, giving her the best smile I could. “Sorry about the damage.” 
 
    She snorted. “Like I give a fuck about the window and my car. They are just things. You and my son are people and irreplaceable.” 
 
    Wow, that wasn’t normally the reaction we got, most blaming any magic for spirits and anything they didn’t understand because of their fear and hate. It was nice when someone pushed the fear aside and thought logically. 
 
    I wasn’t sure why we hadn’t already gone back to the coven house, but then Ellie asked me for my statement because they wanted to make sure to warn people that the spirit had enough energy to be seen now as someone had called it in. Made sense, and another healer appeared to help me as I answered her questions, people blocking me from the media as best they could. 
 
    “That’s enough,” Hunt cut in after several minutes. “We can ask whatever follow up later, but she needs to heal and get cleaned up. I’m taking her home.” He didn’t wait for a reply, bringing me to my bathroom and gently undressing me after he sat me on the wide lip of the tub. 
 
    “Remy?” I whispered when I heard him sniffle. 
 
    “I thought you were dead, Soraya,” he rasped, kneeling at my feet and lowering his forehead to my thighs. “I arrived right after you, and you wouldn’t let go. I was screaming for you to let go, and you wouldn’t. That thing slammed you into everything. When you slammed into that wall, it sounded like all of you broke, and I thought you were dead.” 
 
    “I’m fucking hard to kill, pet,” I murmured, kissing his hair.  
 
    “Please, please don’t risk yourself like that again. I can’t lose anyone else I love. It’s not all on you.” 
 
    “I didn’t hear you, I’m sorry,” I said instead of what he wanted to hear.  
 
    “Then at least don’t go alone to that sort of thing. Don’t leave me behind, or when it’s this dangerous take Helen. You could have told her to meet you there,” he choked, flinching and then sitting back on his heels. I hadn’t understood the flinch until I saw a piece of glass in my thigh had cut him. “Please? I know you’re the strongest and a goddess, but you’re not alone.” 
 
    “Okay, next time I’ll have Helen meet me there,” I agreed, thinking that was the best compromise and pretty reasonable. 
 
    “Well, thank fuck and thank the gods,” Helen muttered from behind me.  
 
    I hissed when I tried to look over my shoulder at her but then focused on breathing through the pain as I heard her start the water. “It wasn’t planned. I wanted to save the kid, but then the ciemny tygrys looked like he was thinking of attacking us both, and I reacted. All I could think of was to not let him go hunt for a new victim and get through the pain of going through the window. Then I came up with the rest.” 
 
    “Getting the images and whatever?” Hunt checked and then swore. “Right, the printer. Can you please just heal and take a bath first?” 
 
    “She won’t,” Helen grumbled, using her magic to cover me in a robe. She told him what to put in the bath and then popped us down to the office, having me lean against her as I used my magic to print photos of what I’d seen of the summoning location. After a second of thought, I added what the spirit looked like because with my protection charm on I saw it as normal people would. 
 
    “Talk with whomever, and we need to know where that is. It’s somewhere in the radius we’ve been playing with, but there are a few distinct images that someone has to recognize.” 
 
    “I’ll get all over it,” she promised. She brought me upstairs and sat me back down, both of them picking the glass out of me as another healer showed up with Jerome since not everyone had access to my apartment. After the ghoul attacks I had caved and allowed Helen, Jerome, Keegan, and Tommy permanent access for emergencies, and they were right that it was smarter. 
 
    And I was too damn stubborn sometimes. 
 
    “Thanks, I appreciate it,” Hunt said moments after I slid into the tub. 
 
    “We love her too,” Keegan muttered as he knelt next to me with a box. “Boss, Hunt told me of a great donut place that is open twenty-four hours and a cop favorite.” 
 
    “Donuts make everything better, right?” I teased Hunt as Keegan fed me one, thinking of how when he’d been stung by those jellyfish weeks ago all he had wanted was a damn donut. 
 
    “You can’t be sad with donuts around,” he agreed, moving behind me. I wasn’t sure what was going on until I felt him playing with my hair.  
 
    “Are you picking bugs out of there like a monkey?” I teased him. 
 
    “No, glass,” he grumbled, still sounding too upset. 
 
    “Helen?” I muttered. 
 
    “Got it.” She moved next to him, and I knew she was getting all the glass out magically so he’d stop having to do it and be upset. “All gone. Just wash her mane and be gentle.” 
 
    “And drink this juice,” Jerome added as he brought a glass with a straw to my lips. “Your arms are still broken.” 
 
    I must have given them some sort of look like why were they feeding me. “Right, yeah, sorry.” The pain was still pretty bad and the whole thing overwhelming, so it was hard to focus at the moment. 
 
    Tommy appeared and immediately covered his eyes, letting me know the bubbles weren’t hiding all my goods. “Walter is getting hounded with calls from the nest, as you were on the news there looking half dead.” 
 
    “Tell him if Victor picks me up some yummies from Gelupo there in London since I’ll need the sugar, you can bring them to see with their own eyes I’m alive. Hell, I’ll pay them to handle finding the location with Helen, and I’ll really rest and recharge. The ciemny tygrys won’t have the juice for a few days with what I did, and that will give me time to set up the power circle I need if we find the location.” 
 
    “Got it.” He popped away looking relieved I wasn’t so bad as well. 
 
    I must have dozed because I woke with an IV in my arm and lying on Hunt in the tub. I couldn’t seem to come fully around, my eyelids feeling too heavy, but I heard them. 
 
    “She was freezing, and he’s a shifter so instant heater,” Jerome told someone. “And calm down. She’ll immediately play mom and protect us if you’re seething that it was our fault.” 
 
    “You’ve known her longest, and you undoubtedly know there is no reining her in and she will always jump,” Helen muttered. “Hunt immediately went with her and called us. It was a matter of minutes, Victor, and the damn thing dragged her in circles. He was chasing after to try and help her.” 
 
    “The cleanup is done, and everyone was very understanding, which will make her happy,” Keegan added. “Most kept asking if she was okay and how bad it hurt her. I think people are seriously pissed that so many are reporting their demands and outrage instead of their love for her and it’s pushed her to seriously consider New York.” 
 
    “She loves Chicago,” Hunt muttered, sounding tired and drowsy. 
 
    Helen snorted. “She does, but she loves us more, and if the unrest got any worse, she would have bought a damn town just so she could be mayor and privatize it so we were safe. I know she had Samuel looking into towns she could buy.” 
 
    “He is such a damn snitch,” I grumbled. “He always has been like Walter.” 
 
    “They do get along well,” Helen chuckled. “How do you feel?” 
 
    “Too tired to open my eyes and wake up fully,” I admitted. “Something’s poking my ass.” 
 
    “You might be healing, but you’re still perfect and naked and sitting on my lap,” Hunt mumbled, kissing my hair. “Go back to sleep. The news is showing the pictures, and we’ve got teams looking for the location. The kid is fine, the mom is thanking you on every channel, and everything’s fine.” 
 
    “Beltane?” I checked. 
 
    “Sangria called and asked how to help, giving several elders and their people jobs so we could help you. She’s got the extra wine and food for the new locations, and we’re all good,” Jerome promised. “She knows wine and beer, no hard booze, and only natural foods, nothing processed.” 
 
    “And Bacchus has a coven clearing dead trees in his vast woods for the bonfires,” Keegan added. “Where did you store the patio heaters?” 
 
    I had to think about that one a moment, knowing some of the locations were still pretty cold at night. “Factory in Minnesota. They’ve been using some of them for the warehouse during work hours.” 
 
    “Good, what else can anyone do?” he checked. 
 
    “If vampires can’t be part of the celebration, they could at least take guard shifts at her stores,” Victor suggested. “Aren’t you doing celebrations and magic at their farms for them?” 
 
    “We are, and we normally get at least a dozen break in alarms when we’re closed for the week,” Jerome admitted. 
 
    I snorted. “Nineteen last year. Fuckers just really wanted to annoy me.” I sighed. “That’s sixty-seven locations plus factories to be smart.” 
 
    “Sixty-eight,” Jerome corrected. Right, the newest store had opened. “What about those who snubbed us and now want us to have celebrations at their farms? Let them help cover us now as a step in their penance.” 
 
    “And we trust them not to steal it all for themselves?” I drawled. The ones who’d snubbed us weren’t exactly nice people. 
 
    “The elders can make damn sure they behave or risk their wrath too,” Victor offered. 
 
    “Okay,” I agreed, my voice sounding far away. I must have drifted back off, and the next time I woke I was in bed with a warm body wrapped around me.  
 
    “They can’t heal you anymore unless you eat,” Hunt said gently as he ran his hand over my hip. “The IV could only do so much, and we’re there.” He waited until I nodded. “What do you want?” 
 
    “McDonalds,” I yawned. “Big Macs and French fries sound about heaven. Sprite because I want more sleep.” 
 
    “I’ll handle it. We’ll have another picnic.” 
 
    “I’m really okay, Remy,” I promised, hating he was so upset and freaked out. 
 
    “You really weren’t, Soraya,” he whispered, hugging me to him. “Two seconds more and one of those broken ribs could have punctured your heart.” 
 
    I turned in his arms and showed him one of the charms I wore always. “This is not to be repeated.” I waited until he nodded. “If I’m ever dying, not injured but dying, this will teleport me to the lobby. The five of us have them, as we protect everyone. It’s like a magical life support reading, and if we’re dying, it will pull us out of wherever even if we’re too injured to do it.” 
 
    He kissed me with all he had, his hands moving over my body tenderly. “Thank you, thank you for telling me that. I feel worlds better knowing you have a failsafe.” 
 
    “Your collar has the same,” I whispered against his lips. “Plus a lot else. I get it. I don’t want you hurt either.” I ducked my head and nuzzled his neck. “Thanks for caring so much.” 
 
    “Do I get more rewards from Fern?” he asked, his tone clearly saying he wasn’t in the mood for it but probably wanted the conversation lightened. 
 
    “Did she do a good job, pet?” 
 
    “Yes, maybe the best I’ve ever experienced, but you would be better,” he murmured, kissing my ear. “I’ll just have to be patient and talk you into being my mate one day even if you take Brax too. No one says you can’t have more than one and an enchanter if you want kids.” 
 
    “That’s a bit heavy of topic for the moment.” 
 
    “I know, and I’m in no rush. I’m just telling you what I realized so you never have to worry or wonder where I’d land on that.” 
 
    “Shit, that’s hot,” I admitted, appreciating people who laid it out and were clear on where they stood in a world where too many had no idea what they felt. Myself included most days, but what I did know I was always clear on with others. 
 
    “No sex for you until you’re all healed,” he chastised when I moved against him. “Do you want another soak while I go get food?” 
 
    “Whatever Jerome wants me to do. He’s the boss, and I behave when I get hurt because otherwise they’d go get hurt instead and that would kill me. I can take much more than they can.” 
 
    “I’ll ask him.” He gave me another kiss before rolling over and grabbing his phone. I heard it vibrate a moment later, and he sighed. “No, you need more hydration before you get in a hot bath, and they took you off the IV yesterday.” 
 
    “Yesterday?” I asked, frowning as I sat up when he did. 
 
    He nodded. “It’s Monday afternoon. We wanted to sleep, but Beltane starts at midnight, right?” 
 
    “Yeah, I assumed it was Sunday since you were here.” 
 
    “No, I worked part of yesterday, but we’re holding until we get that location. People have ruled out several places that came close. We’ll find it.” He waved me quiet. “The ciemny tygrys hasn’t reappeared. I know you’re worried, I am too, but tonight is important. I get the full scope of it and how important it is for the whole year, so let’s get you charged up for the first night of it and we’ll go from there.” 
 
    “Fine, bossy man,” I grumbled playfully before sliding out of bed naked, teasing him with how my ass bounced for him. I heard a deep moan as I closed the door to the bathroom, guessing it was effective.  
 
    I did the normal morning necessities before using my magic to shower and clean up. I threw on a soft robe and headed for the living room, snuggling on the couch with a sigh. There was so much spinning around in my head that I didn’t realize he was back until he set the tray of drinks on the table next to me. 
 
    “Want to talk about it?” he asked gently as he sat next to me.  
 
    I accepted one of the bags, thrilled when I found two burgers and two large fries and saw he had several more bags. I didn’t answer until I was halfway done with the first burger. “Do you ever think you’re pulled in so many directions that you don’t actually handle any of it as you should?” 
 
    “Yes, I think that’s normal.” 
 
    “Normal,” I whispered, sighing heavily. “I was never normal, Hunt. I’m a freak by even enchanter standards. I’m not only born of the founding magical family that is the reason all other supes came about, but I have my mother and twin brother’s power. I was never going to be normal.” 
 
    “No, you were born to be extraordinary. I’m not normal as a wolf and maybe not normal by wolf standards or even the amount of tragedy in one life. Who can say? But I know feeling like that is normal, we all feel it. What makes us all people is we doubt ourselves, push ourselves, and sometimes hurt ourselves.” 
 
    I flinched, realizing he’d figured out what my mind was really on before I did. “After I fled Victor’s nest, I went to the healer and enchanter who had helped me before and trained me. He healed me from what Victor did, saving my life again, and even stashing me away at a place no one knew he had so I could get back on my feet and acclimate myself better. 
 
    “He was afraid of Victor’s wrath if he helped me, but he knew who I truly was and believed that I’d survived my father to one day be what all enchanters needed. I didn’t know what I believed at the time, hurt and depressed after what happened with both Andrew and Victor, thinking maybe my life would be nothing but pain. I was at the market, and I saw a young lion cub walking funny. 
 
    “I didn’t mean to stare or draw attention to him, but I got in my head, and the spell to help the club feet lion cubs are sometimes born with found me. I went back with that pride and healed a few of the children. That was when I met James, and he was exactly what I needed then, the light of love that I had thought Andrew was, but it was all a lie.  
 
    “He was completely devoted to me and just as in love with me as I was him. And it was perfect, life could go on and I could be happy, be healed.” I swallowed loudly, thinking of the pain and hurt. “And then he found his lioness, and it was all a lie again. She wanted me to leave, James still having feelings for me, and I couldn’t even blame her. I went back to the healer’s house and almost right into the hands of my father. 
 
    “Someone had told my father of seeing a girl who looked like my mother with the healer, and even if kicked out of the community, my father tracked him. He tortured the poor man to find me, but he didn’t know where I was, and he never told anyone, they found his secret place with tracer magic. I had no one again. Death would have been better than being caught by my father. 
 
    “I popped away and almost froze to death as I got lost in my head, lost in my heart, drowning in my pain and fear. I wanted to die, maybe hoped the cold and snow would freeze me so it wasn’t suicide and the sacrifices others made for me wouldn’t be for nothing.” 
 
    “What happened?” he asked when I stopped talking. 
 
    “Walter found me,” I rasped, wiping my eyes. “I reminded him of his human little sister that died of illness, and he always treated me as family. He had been out searching for me from the moment Victor hurt me, desperate to find me. He pulled me back, reminding me there were many types of love and many I had touched more than Victor and Andrew. 
 
    “It had been months, and he had searched for any trace of me. It was sheer dumb luck that I went to the bridge he and I both liked to watch the ice and snow at in winter. I was too cold and weak to fight him as he picked me up and carried me to an inn and took care of me. When I was warm and no longer numb, I broke down sobbing and told him about James, the healer, and all my pain.” 
 
    “That’s why you’re so adamant to help him even if it meant staying connected to the nest that has hurt you,” he murmured, moving his arm around my shoulder. He kissed my hair when I nodded. “It was after Mina died. I was in such a dark place after our parents were murdered, but I had to take care of her, she needed me. When I failed her, I completely lost it, down to my soul.” 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    “I tried to shoot myself, but my wolf shifted and stopped me from pulling the trigger, and he wouldn’t let me change back until I saw past the grief and hurt and remembered I would kill him too. He was the only reason I didn’t try again, but I was lost in the darkness and pain. It was all I could feel, all I could see until you.” 
 
    I snorted. “You hated me.” 
 
    “I hated you were a magic and thought you were a criminal, but I disliked you even as you seemed to somehow be able to smack me when nothing else anyone said or did ever landed a hit. There was something about you that was like standing next to a fire on a cold day. You were all fire and passion even in working cases and wouldn’t put up with any shit.” 
 
    “I’m glad your wolf saved you that night,” I whispered, not wanting to push him or the topic. 
 
    “I’m glad Walter saved you that night.” He kissed my hair again, and we went back to eating. What else was there to say? It was a pain people who had never experienced it wouldn’t understand unless they’d been there too. 
 
    It was the darkest of clubs that too many of us belonged to, and while that helped us not feel alone, we all wished there were less members. 
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    Right before midnight I was finishing the final touches before we started the rite and the festivities. Celine, our first and main offering to kick it all off, was nervous, which was to be expected. I swallowed a sigh as I saw what was in her aura, catching her thoughts. I couldn’t even judge her, having done just about any and everything to try and snag Andrew when I’d been young and in love. 
 
    I simply wished it went better for her than it did me. 
 
    “Wait, what are you doing, Celine?” Randy, the Alpha of the leopard pride and the man who’d worked the deal for the farm to help his people, demanded. 
 
    “You’re Alpha, and you didn’t know who your offering is?” I asked, my voice making it clear I wasn’t happy with this. 
 
    “Yeah, no, I thought it was…” He trailed off and looked at a young woman standing a few feet away. 
 
    She snorted. “No, no way I’m involved in such a spectacle.” She winced at the looks several gave her, dipping her head to me. “I mean no disrespect, and it wasn’t a slam. I’m just not—there’s no way I could do this.” 
 
    I nodded. “Not everyone is brave enough to offer themselves as Celine is, and losing your virginity is hard enough; doing it in this setting takes the ultimate dedication to your people.” 
 
    “You’re a virgin?” Randy blanched, his eyes wide, blinking at her with shock. “Never had sex? Never? None—” 
 
    Celine turned like he’d hit her. “I would never lie about that.” 
 
    “No, of course you wouldn’t, you never lie,” he agreed, letting out a slow breath. “It’s just you always have—several people are always sniffing after you. I wouldn’t have guessed by now you were…” He trailed off when several of us shot him looks like he was being an asshole. 
 
    She faced him, her eyes blazing as she stuck out her chin. “You’ve wanted to make this farm happen from the moment you became Alpha, years of planning to make it happen last year. You spoke with a pack who made a similar deal, and I talked with the wolf who was the offering for their farm, and she told me everything, how it made all the difference in the world. 
 
    “How going first was the largest rush of magic and the farm booms no matter the weather. How her child was born strong and the pack treats them both with the respect they deserve for doing what they could for the pack. It’s an honor, and I love this pride as much as you do, so I asked Jerome at the first meeting if I could be the offering.” 
 
    “We’re running out of time,” I muttered as I wrapped her arms against the pole with ribbons and silks. The pole was metal and there was some concrete to hold it in place, but it had to make contact with dirt and was deep enough that it did. It was basically a lightening rod for the magic and would disperse it into the ground. 
 
    “Child? You’re getting pregnant?” he growled. 
 
    “We warned you that every virgin offering that starts the festival has conceived a child,” I reminded him, needing to speed this up as he glanced between us like we weren’t speaking English. “Yes, you will give her a child.” I frowned when he did. “You’re Alpha and not going first when she offers so much for the pride?” I couldn’t even hide my disgust. 
 
    Celine’s expression changed to hurt then to mortified when she looked at his uninterested groin. She turned away as much as she could like she didn’t want him to see her anymore. “Am I really that hideous to you? Everyone’s excited besides you at the idea of being with me. Wow.” 
 
    “No, that’s not—” he started to argue, but we only had minutes left. 
 
    “Don’t worry, darling, there are many who hope you’ll pick them,” I chuckled. “Who would like to experience this beauty’s first time and probably father her child, bond with her for life as having a child would?” 
 
    “Um, yeah, I’m in,” someone yelled. “Pick me, Celine.” 
 
    He wasn’t the only one, and I saw the jealousy flash in Randy’s aura as I asked him to step aside. 
 
    “No,” he snarled, glancing over his shoulder at his pride. “Shut the fuck up. None of you are taking her.” 
 
    “You don’t want me,” she whispered, still not looking at him. 
 
    “I have always wanted you,” he growled, moving closer and letting her feel how interested he was. “I’ve gotten good at hiding it because I knew if I touched you, ever tasted you, you would be mine and I would never let you go and you were too young for that.” 
 
    “You’re like two seconds older than me,” she grumbled. 
 
    “It’s time, decide,” I cut in. 
 
    “Say yes,” Randy murmured. “Please, say yes to me, Celine.” 
 
    “Yes, you idiot,” she whispered. 
 
    I quickly handed the glass of potion laced punch to Randy and held another one up to Celine’s lips, nodding when she drank it. “Remember the rules.” I sighed when they weren’t paying attention. “Focus or you will break the spell.” I waited until they both looked at me. “You have to touch the May pole the whole time. You can ease the bond and turn if you need, but stay connected to it.” 
 
    “No condoms or contraceptives,” she muttered, bobbing her head. “The potion will handle the pain and keep me going like Viagra on crack until solar noon, and it will take me a few days to recover. Any sex counts and with anyone, but I have to accept each person.” 
 
    “No one else is touching you,” Randy growled.  
 
    “Not yet,” I cut in when he leaned in to kiss her. “I’ll count it down. You kiss while I start the spell and you’ll feel the magic. That is when she gives you herself, and it has to be then.” 
 
    “Got it,” they both said. 
 
    “But you can touch her,” I offered, shrugging when Hunt snorted, obviously having caught on I was helping her. 
 
    “Can I touch you, Celine?” Randy whispered, moving his hands to her hips when she nodded. She purred and arched her chest towards him, making it clear she wanted more. “I cannot believe you are doing this. You are always so selfless.” 
 
    “I love my pride too,” she promised, but I wasn’t the only one who knew she meant him as well… Except I wasn’t sure he understood that. Ah, to be young and stupid. She moaned as he cupped her breasts, the hormones coming off of them ridiculous. 
 
    “How much longer?” Randy asked, his voice sounding pained. “I need her. I’ve always needed her.” He leaned in and kissed her neck. “Fuck, I cannot believe I get your first time. I’ve dreamed of that and having you. I’ll make it good, I promise.” 
 
    “Three, two, one, kiss,” I counted down. They did, and it was a hot one that I couldn’t be distracted by, muttering the spell to start the fun, and apparently the land was ready for it as well, as the flare as I completed the spell was enough that everyone felt it. 
 
    Randy lifted her leg over his hip and gently pushed in her, moaning as he rocked their hips together. “Fuck, you are so perfect.” 
 
    “Randy, more, please more,” she whimpered, clearly wanting to throw her arms around his neck from the way she fought the urge and held onto the pole. “Oh gods, please, Randy, I ache.” 
 
    “I know, I’ll make it better and show you everything,” he growled. “I will show you all of it and make you mine.” 
 
    “I didn’t agree to that,” she reminded him. “Just this and now.” 
 
    “No, you’re mine,” he snarled, working his hips faster while still being careful of her. 
 
    She snorted, full of sass now that he was desperate and had finally confessed what he wanted. “I doubt you deserve that.”  
 
    “And you cannot mate during the rite,” I told them firmly. “That is a whole other spell, and you would waste both if you do it now.” 
 
    “It would be good for the farm?” she asked me with soft gasps. 
 
    “Fuck the farm, no one else can have you,” he cut in, growling deeply when she opened her mouth to argue or poke at him. He kissed her quiet and snapped his hips faster, holding her weight easily and pulling her to him at the same time. “Mine, mine, mine. All of you is mine. You will have my children, babies with me. It’s my seed that will get you pregnant.” 
 
    “Yes, get me pregnant,” she moaned, letting her head fall back. “Make a child with me, Randy.” 
 
    I couldn’t even judge them for what they were saying as they were riding the high of the magic and their animals… And animals instinctively wanted to make babies, not just enjoy sex. The magic was making everyone fertile and especially if they drank the punch. The second they finished with the first round, that need would pass on to everyone in the pride. 
 
    There would be a lot of seeding done and not for plants by the time the solar noon hit, and then we would start the next rite at the next farm that would go until high moon. Basically it was like playing tag to the next farm every twelve hours or so for a week.  
 
    He snarled and finished, kissing her as his body gave the last few thrusts. “Nothing has ever felt better than being with you, sharing this with you. Let me have you again? Pick only me tonight, Celine.” 
 
    “Will you make me come too?” she asked under her breath so I was probably the only one who heard since I was right there. 
 
    “Fuck, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to be so selfish,” he rasped, sounding heartbroken. “I was so focused on being gentle when all I want is—” 
 
    “I know, and it was great, it felt amazing,” she purred. “I just need to come, Randy. Please, I’m aching. I need it.”  
 
    And from her aura did she ever. 
 
    “Can he lick her in between like I do you?” Hunt asked as he moved behind me, wrapping his strong arms around me. “Would that mess up the magic?” 
 
    “No, as long as he keeps the attention sexual and making sure to give her his seed, as long as she’s touching the pole it all counts.” I chuckled when her aura flashed lust. “Not every man is as selfless and generous of a lover as you are, pet.” 
 
    “Fuck, please be selfless,” she whimpered. “I want oral sex. I’ve always wanted oral sex, but I didn’t know if it would count.” 
 
    “Shit, oh fuck,” Randy groaned, gently pulling out of her and dropping to his knees. “I’ll make you come so much you won’t even think to look at anyone else.” 
 
    I got distracted from the hot everything going on in front of me as Hunt’s hand slid under my shirt and cupped my breast as he ground his hard on against my ass. “Soraya, I need you too. Gods, fuck, let me have you.” 
 
    I snorted. “During Beltane while magic is active? Are you crazy?” 
 
    “You protect yourself, and you did the same to my collar,” he moaned, pulling down my bra so he could touch skin.  
 
    “Yeah, the spell would override all of that.” 
 
    “Good, make a baby with me, Soraya.” He kissed my neck and turned me to see others in the pride who were mated going at it like rabbits. “Let’s make a baby like them. I want to bury myself in you always. Let’s have pups.” 
 
    I looked over my shoulder at him, about to blast him to stuff it when I saw the glazed look in his eyes, the everything flashing in his aura… And looked over at the punch, cursing when I saw the culprit smirking at me. “Keegan, I’m going to flatten you.” 
 
    He burst out laughing, trying several times to reply but getting set off all over again as Hunt humped his body against me. “He wanted to know what it was, so I gave him some.” 
 
    “I told him that was for the pride,” I seethed. 
 
    “Yeah, he didn’t get why,” Keegan giggled. “It’s fine, he can help give the land lots of seed.” He shrugged. “I had some too and…” He glanced around and swore under his breath. “He can’t be here. Damnit!” He threw a fit as he realized his own plans were spoiled. 
 
    I turned in Hunt’s arms, taking his face in my hands. “Remy, you have to chill. It’s the potion, and I will help you, but we’re not making a baby. We’re not ready for that.” 
 
    “I want a baby with you,” he growled, leaning in and nipping at my ear. “I want to make you mine always.” 
 
    “I want to bite you,” Randy snarled from behind me. 
 
    Crap, I was supposed to be the parent at the moment. I glanced over my shoulder. “You can bite her all you want, just don’t mate her. Bite her neck and hide her nape with her hair.” 
 
    “Good idea,” they said together before he sank his teeth in her neck. They were back to going at it like rabbits, and I could tell from her aura she really, really enjoyed her first time having oral sex. 
 
    “Snap out of it,” I hissed at Hunt, thumping him in the forehead. I saw Keegan pop away and wanted to see what I hoped was going on, bringing us to him and turning around to see the show. 
 
    “Please, please, please,” Keegan moaned, rubbing against Walter. “Fuck, let me climb you like a tree. No, ride me all night. Fuck, do both and let me suck you. I bet you have the best cock. I just want to suck it and have you fuck me.” 
 
    “I did not see that coming,” Hunt muttered under his breath, seeming a bit better now that we were away from the hormones of the pride. 
 
    “I did,” I said under my breath.  
 
    “That was who you thought of when you said you knew someone perfect for Walter,” he surmised. 
 
    I nodded. “He’s exactly Keegan’s type.” I muttered under my breath, saying the spell to get Keegan stretched and ready for everything he wanted. He cried out and waved away his clothes, bending over one of the desks in the security room where Walter was on duty. 
 
    “Please, oh fuck, please, fuck me already.” 
 
    “What did you take?” Walter demanded, sounding like he’d asked already. “You’re inebriated.” 
 
    “No, it’s hormones from the Beltane rite,” I promised. “Keegan, fix his fangs so there aren’t any accidents.” 
 
    He turned around and reached up, using his power to make the fangs retract and then smirking, knowing why I’d pointed them out. He sat on the desk and spread his legs. “Did my offer turn you on? You want me, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, you are delicious,” Walter hissed, moving closer, his hand moving on its own it seemed to touch Keegan’s leg. “You are sexy and bratty and wild and everything I didn’t know I wanted until you came and begged me to take you.” He leaned in until their lips were a breath apart. “You want this? No regret in the morning?” 
 
    “Fuck, you are stupid if you only caught on now that I begged,” Keegan bitched before yanking Walter’s head down to his. The kiss was good, and seconds later I had to turn away, as Walter was too much like a brother to me to watch him have sex with someone I considered a nephew. 
 
    I did one better and brought us back to the farm, shaking my head. I was glad for them, I wanted to see it work out… I just didn’t want to see the workout they would get. 
 
    But us being back made Hunt go nuts again. I sighed, waving away his clothes and bringing him from the others so the hormones weren’t so bad. I spent the next several hours jerking him off as the boner from hell wouldn’t go away and all he wanted was to put it in me and get me pregnant. 
 
    He was so, so going to owe me for this one. 
 
    I got so frustrated I made a pillow appear and muttered the right spell so he went after the pillow. I also sent a message to Helen that she needed to let Ellie know Hunt was going to be late to work and it was our fault. Well, Keegan’s fault, and I was going to kick his ass all over the place for that. And how horrible Hunt was going to feel later that he’d pressured me for a baby. 
 
    That wasn’t normally how the punch worked unless people were mated or wanted that, but Hunt’s wolf treated me as his mate so it made sense. It was also something Keegan should have thought of. 
 
    I was so giving him crabs. Maybe hemorrhoids so he’d be embarrassed with Walter the way Hunt would be. 
 
    I sighed as I looked around the festivities, people taking breaks and eating and drinking, having tons of fun. Honestly, I understood how sober drivers felt watching their friends have fun while they sat on the sidelines. I decided at least to eat and make sure to keep my calories up since Keegan had also ditched out on playing parent with me. 
 
    I smirked; he was going to have a shit time doing the next rite after having the punch and jumping Walter. I could possibly nap, and he’d be up for more than a full day.  
 
    My mood improved greatly when Hunt seemed to work off enough of the punch where he wasn’t trying to spread his seed around and only wanted me. He and his wolf were all about me as I made some pillows appear and he spent the next couple of hours feasting on me and giving me so many bites to show I was his I lost count.  
 
    I did have to pop away right before it ended and make sure Keegan was ready to start at the next farm. He was, giving me looks that he fully expected to be spanked and soon and hard.  
 
    “Sorry, boss,” he muttered, redressed and looking rode hard and put up wet. “Really, sorry.” 
 
    “Expect some fitting punishment after Beltane and some way to apologize to Hunt, as his wolf thinks me his mate, so he’s going to be mortified how he acted.” I shot him an unfriendly look. “Teasing is fun, but we don’t bully each other like that.” 
 
    “No, you’re right. I didn’t think of that. I’ve got the next farm, totally, I’m all over it.” He popped away when I nodded.  
 
    “I apologize for my behavior last night,” Walter muttered when it was just us. “I didn’t think I would—” 
 
    “I think Keegan’s perfect for you and real, unlike your idolizing of Victor who you knew you could never have,” I said gently. “As long as you don’t use one of mine like a toy to—” 
 
    “No, it’s not like that.” He blew out a slow breath. “It’s not about him versus Victor. I want to get to know Keegan, I liked working with him and found him attractive, but it’s not a line I thought to cross. Now I can’t think of anything else after—I didn’t know sex could be like that.” 
 
    “You need to have it more often if you find it that shocking,” I teased him, sticking my tongue out at him like I had when I was a girl when he rolled his eyes. I popped away before he could respond, finding Hunt passed out on the pillows.  
 
    I sighed, checking on Celine and Randy, impressed the Alpha was still going and remembering to be gentle with the woman he loved who had been a virgin about twelve hours ago. His hand was over hers on the pole, helping her keep touching as she looked exhausted in every way. 
 
    “Almost there, Celine,” I said gently. “You did well.” 
 
    “Next time we rotate through more types of sex and I can kneel while touching the pole,” she purred, giving Randy a sultry look. “I’m still a virgin in a lot of things.” 
 
    “Oh gods, stop or I will keep going until my dick falls off,” he murmured.  
 
    “We’ll see if you’re still willing in ten years,” I chuckled, shaking my head. “The magic will last for ten years.” 
 
    “Fine, but if there’s any other offering and you screw her, you won’t ever screw me again,” Celine warned him. 
 
    “Woman, there’s no way I could keep up with you and have an affair,” he drawled, thrusting in her harder to take her breath away. “Hush and let me love on you until we pass out.” 
 
    Which happened a few minutes later the second the rite finished, magic pulsing through the farm and bringing everyone having fun their finish as well. Celine’s eyes rolled up in her head with her orgasm, and she was out.  
 
    “It’s done,” I told Randy as he sank to his knees, holding her gently. “She’ll need a lot of TLC the next couple of days. In three days I will visit and check on her and give you the news.” 
 
    “She’s really pregnant?” he asked, awe in his tone as he touched her stomach lovingly. 
 
    “I’ve never seen a virgin offering who didn’t get knocked up. Congrats, Dad.” 
 
    “We’re so young,” he worried. 
 
    “You have your immortal lives to have the next one,” I reminded him. “No one said they couldn’t be ten years apart.” 
 
    “Thank you, Elder Devil.” He gave me a lopsided smile. “Thank you for shoving me at her. I’ve always loved her, but she didn’t seem interested in being Alpha Mate.” 
 
    “Because she doesn’t care that you’re Alpha, kid,” I grumbled, flicking his forehead. “Use your brain.” 
 
    “Naw, she can just be the boss.” 
 
    Well, he was learning at least. I went over to Hunt and sighed, waving my hand and cleaning him up, bringing us back to my room even. He was completely wiped, but he would be pissed if he slept through work. I decided to help him out—and give him more reason to be guilty—by picking him up a few ridiculously strong coffees and donuts before bringing him to his desk at work. 
 
    “How much did he drink?” Ellie asked, her eyes wide. 
 
    “He didn’t,” I sighed. “Keegan was a brat and gave him some of the Beltane punch. It lasts for twelve hours.” I shook Hunt’s shoulder. “Come on, pet, drink your coffee and eat your sugar so you can work.” 
 
    “Want to eat you,” he muttered, slumping in his chair and almost landing on his desk. 
 
    “Wake up so you can,” I offered, smirking when his eyes popped open. “Good pet. Drink your coffee.” 
 
    “What happened?” he whispered, rubbing his hand and looking down, surprised he was dressed. “Did you do this?” 
 
    “Yes, I didn’t want you to ditch the full day of work.” I put the coffee in his hand, glad at least when he started sipping it. “What do you remember?” 
 
    He gulped more down and frowned at me. “Was I begging you to make a baby with me?” 
 
    “Yes, a lot.” 
 
    “Oh fuck.” 
 
    “Yes, but Keegan gave you the punch. I’ll spank him for that later after Beltane and you can figure out how you plan to grovel while you work.” 
 
    “Am I in so much trouble I won’t get a kiss goodbye?” he checked, smiling when I leaned in and gave him one. Brat. I was surrounded by brats. 
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    “We have the location,” Helen announced after popping to where I was checking on the preparations at the next farm I was supposed to oversee the rite that night. “I’ll get a substitute for you here.” 
 
    “Wait, it will be more powerful if she does it,” the Alpha argued as he came over. 
 
    “Yes, but I’m the only one who can imprison the dark spirit that is killing people,” I told him firmly, giving him a look like I dared him to push me. 
 
    He held up his hands in surrender. “I didn’t know it was about that. Happy hunting, and I hope you stay safe.” 
 
    “Thank you. May the gods bless your farm,” I replied before accepting one of the pictures we’d been circulating with an address written on it in Helen’s handwriting. I ‘ported there and saw the exact spot from the picture, it registering with the images I had pulled from the ciemny tygrys. “This is it.” 
 
    “Good. What do you need?” she asked. “A two block perimeter?” 
 
    “Three, this was the strongest so far, and even if I weakened it, I don’t want to take any chances. Get CPD or whoever to go door to door and get people out.” 
 
    “On it.” 
 
    I made my bag appear as she popped away along with blocking off the street. Whoever had summoned the ciemny tygrys was at least smart enough not to do it at their house and knew they would be hunted for what they did. I’d still find them. Summoning a dark spirit like that marked a person, and the moment it was imprisoned I could go looking for them. 
 
    Starting with using my power to paint the entrapment circle, I made the blessed box appear that was used in certain Asian cultures to imprison evil spirits or demons. It was actually working with Ikuyo—the kitsune elder I’d recently punished for trying to force one of her own to mate—that had taught me the basics to entrap the ciemny tygrys. When it was over, I’d have to send her a note that only one was left. 
 
    “I thought you would be dancing naked under the moonlight drinking wine and having all kinds of fertile fun,” a deep, deep voice said from behind me as I squatted down and started charging the symbols with power. 
 
    “I’m a bit surprised you didn’t come see for yourself, love,” I threw right back. “Or did you worry someone would suggest we have a baby?” 
 
    Brax coughed deeply, obviously shocked at my response. “I didn’t know that was part of the fun.” 
 
    “What are you doing here?” Hunt growled from behind me as well. “Leave her alone.” 
 
    I frowned as I turned around, raising an eyebrow when I saw he was holding a bouquet of flowers and a large paper shopping bag. “Why are you upset with Brax?” 
 
    Hunt frowned. “You said you haven’t seen him in weeks.” 
 
    “Ahhh,” Brax muttered, rubbing his hand over his head. “I’m sorry you’re upset, but when you’re as old as we are—and I’m significantly older than she is—a few weeks is nothing. I worry about not seeing someone for a year or two or some I only see once a century.” 
 
    I nodded at him. “It’s fine. I expected it, and I’m not upset.” I cleared my throat and went back to what I was doing. “I realized that was my neglect, as Hunt is young and wouldn’t have thought as we do, especially with him having bonded as he did. It was my mistake, and I admitted that, so it makes sense he would think I was upset at you for the same.” 
 
    “I warned you I couldn’t be a regular man in your life,” Brax worried. 
 
    “I’m truly not upset,” I promised. “Just focusing, as this takes a lot of concentration and power.” 
 
    “Channel me,” he offered. 
 
    “Thank you.” I reached my hand back, smiling when his larger one held mine as he moved behind me. “Are you having dirty thoughts right now?” 
 
    “Yes, my answer is always yes the moment I’m near you,” he admitted, kissing my hair. “I didn’t want to be gone so long. There was something to handle, but I believe we’ve made progress. Some are still on the fence and not believing you are as dedicated to helping the veil if you haven’t set up a second set of circles.” 
 
    I sighed heavily. “Do I have to do everything? Has anyone volunteered to guard them or—” 
 
    “That’s what I was setting up, reminding my siblings how you power those circles. Several have agreed to let you channel their power into your jars to show they are willing to help as they can instead of leaving the fate of the planet all on you while bitching we should make you do more.” 
 
    “I knew you were more than a pretty face,” I chuckled, thrilled that was the path to take next, as that would be a huge help and less on me. “Is that for me, pet?” 
 
    “Yes.” Hunt cleared his throat. “I figured you’d be at the warehouse or your apartment, and I was hoping for a chance to apologize.” 
 
    Brax must have caught thoughts from his mind. “He wants to get you pregnant? When did this all happen?” 
 
    “Keegan misbehaved and had him drink the Beltane punch,” I explained. “I told him it was for the pride, and he didn’t ask me before drinking it, but it was understandable he trusted Keegan. It’s like Viagra and more, but for a shifter, who is part animal—” 
 
    “Their base instinct when it comes for fertility is to have children,” he surmised. 
 
    “Yes. I’m not mad, but I’m still going to punish him. That wasn’t how I planned to spent the first Beltane festivities with my pet after he begged me to let him attend.” 
 
    “He’s got a very thoughtful present for you.” 
 
    “I do like thoughtful,” I chuckled. “Do you want to show me now or when I’m done here?” 
 
    “What are you doing here?” Hunt asked instead. 
 
    “You must have left work before they found out,” I muttered, moving onto the next symbol. “We got the location the ciemny tygrys was summoned. I’m setting the trap to imprison him.” 
 
    “After. What can I do to help? Get with Helen?” 
 
    “Yeah, she’s called in CPD to clear a three block radius.” I felt his confusion and answered his unasked question. “The ciemny tygrys won’t go quietly and will have the juice to drag souls with him if he can latch onto any near the circle.” I shook off a memory. “We lost five people that way the first time, and only because another older and powerful elder was helping me did we at least free the souls.” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    I winced. “Ikuyo, and she’s currently pissed at me, so better to clear the area.” 
 
    “He has a question for you that he doesn’t want to ask because of the topic but is trying very hard to learn more about magic and understand it better,” Brax warned me. 
 
    “Go ahead, pet,” I said gently, knowing it was a sensitive issue given his lingering feelings towards magics at times even if he loved me and liked my coven. 
 
    “You mentioned your father used tracer magic to find that healer’s secret place. How come he didn’t just do that to find you originally?” 
 
    “You are sharp,” I chuckled, switching symbols to charge. “I was too weak to have any magical signature, he starved me intentionally to keep me weak, but that was the side effect. By the time I had one he could find, mine wasn’t the only one to track. Walter worried after I told him about the healer, and we went to see Sangria who helped me work the charm to block spirits from me. 
 
    “She knew of an enchanter who was hunted too and could make a blocking charm. It’s on this necklace as well. It’s how not just anyone can teleport to me. I only allow certain people, otherwise just anyone could anytime. Everyone in the coven wears the charm, as it’s not always other species who abduct enchanters and enslave them but other magics and they pop in, get the drop, and pop away with their catch.” 
 
    “It’s also why I couldn’t track her,” Brax added. “I had to steal the kiss and taste her in a way so I could find her again.” 
 
    “Sure, you keep telling yourself that,” I drawled, smirking when he leaned in and kissed my hair again. “Mmm, press a bit closer.” 
 
    “Dirty woman.” 
 
    “You have no idea,” I teased. “You missed the sex club we joined and now have a proxy for me that’s our pet. She gives rewards for me and accepts my spankings.” 
 
    “Only you would think to have someone fill that role,” he grumbled. “Shit, I really came to spend time with you and update you, not get hard and frustrated and push to get you naked and inside you.” 
 
    “I told you my favorite game is to break people’s patience.” I shrugged. “I have none, so it’s fun to fuck with those who do.” 
 
    “Thanks for explaining,” Hunt cut in. “I’m going to put these at the front desk and meet up with Helen. You’ll be safe, right?” 
 
    “Yup. I’ve got the time to finish this before the ciemny tygrys could even interrupt me. Once the sun fully sets and people are cleared, I’ll activate it and that’s it.” That was a big fat fib, as there was more to it than that, and I was pretty sure they knew it, and if everyone else had to leave the area, it wasn’t safe for me to be there either. 
 
    No, but since I put down the circle and trap, he couldn’t take me with him, so I was actually the safest person to be there. But “safe” was relative in this instance. 
 
    He left, and Brax ended up hugging me as we knelt there instead of just holding my hand, using the excuse to snuggle with me. He kissed along my neck, getting incredibly feisty as he played with my hair. It took me a moment to figure out the change. 
 
    “How much did you see in his mind?” 
 
    “Everything, he was a brat and showed me everything to taunt me with what I’d missed,” he grumbled. “And he let me feel what he had. He so, so loved watching you and Sangria do everything to that human submissive you played with.” 
 
    “Interesting. We might have to talk about what fantasies you can get out of his head, as you catch more than I do.” 
 
    He was quiet as I moved onto one of the last symbols, then he suddenly pulled me against him tighter. “Let me watch and see you enjoying them and I’ll find all of his fantasies for you, sunshine.” 
 
    “Sunshine?” 
 
    “Yes, because I love seeing you more than sunrises, and you make me feel warmer than sunshine,” he murmured. “Are angels not allowed to give pet names?” 
 
    “No, love, I like it because I always feel the darkest in the room,” I admitted.  
 
    “I know, which you’re not, so that was part of it too.” 
 
    “So you’re going for hard flirts this time, huh?” 
 
    “Apparently I’ve got weeks to make up for, and I want an invite to the next naked food tasting picnic. That sounds perfect, and I could use the simple fun when there’s been so, so much bullshit lately. Too much. Every time I feel like I take two steps forward, I get smacked back one and a half.” 
 
    “It’s hard,” I sympathized. 
 
    “Thank you for not asking specifics. It makes everything more difficult to have to deal with that.” 
 
    I shrugged. “I told you knowing doesn’t always make things better, and I’m taking it like Hunt talking to people about police work and cases, just like I don’t talk to him about all the other ones I work or situations I’ve gone in on. No one needs to know everything. I can know you and not every second of your life or your day.” 
 
    “See, you are sunshine, and I need that in my life,” he murmured, kissing the back of my neck until I shivered. “Since you’re covered for the Beltane celebration tonight, how about the three of us go have our own fertile fun with a picnic blanket and too much to eat?” 
 
    “Sounds like a perfect plan for after this,” I agreed, switching to the last symbol. “Can you help them evacuate? I’m almost done here.” 
 
    “Sure, if it gets us to fun sooner, I’m at your disposal.” 
 
    “Flirt,” I called after him when he popped away. Somehow I knew he heard me and almost felt his amusement. 
 
    I finished with the circle before the evacuation was clear, deciding to add layers to the imprisonment box since this one was more powerful than the others. Who said I wasn’t safe when I jumped in? I focused on weaving more power into a tighter pattern as the sun went down.  
 
    Helen appeared right as the sun was fully set. “Everyone’s out. Brax checked the area himself. You’re good to go.” 
 
    “Thank you. I’m all set.” I made the emergency charms appear and handed them to her. “In case I fall.” 
 
    “I will protect our coven and our people with my life.” 
 
    “There’s a new one in there,” I warned her. 
 
    “What is it?” she asked quietly, her worried tone telling me she guessed. 
 
    “That you take my place as head Warloc elder should I die.” I gave her a look not to even bother arguing. “There is no one else I would trust, no one more worthy to lead if I die.” 
 
    “Don’t fucking die because I never want that,” she whispered in horror. “Shit, I’m going to be all over your ass to be more careful, boss. I’m on Team Hunt and thinking of bubble wrapping you.” 
 
    “Good luck with that,” I drawled, waving off her retort. “Off with you. The longer I wait, the more darkness he pulls in to charge him.” 
 
    She nodded and popped away, still looking shaken at the bomb I’d dropped. Oh well, it was stupid not to plan, as someone else I wouldn’t want could take the brass ring should I die. I didn’t want it either, which others thought made me the right person for the job. How could the same logic not apply to Helen? 
 
    She was really going to beat me when I announced that I was giving her, Jerome, and Keegan elder seats once I kicked a few heirs out of the running. 
 
    Taking off my necklace to block spirits, I tossed it a good few feet away. Normally I might worry about others trying for me, but the one time spirits knew to be scarce was when there was a dark spirit doing bad things, as they had no way to fight that. 
 
    I set off the energy flare to trick the ciemny tygrys into thinking there were perfect prey for him, everything he was looking for and the hunter in him couldn’t resist. It took not even a minute before I felt energy respond, too far out for me to tell if it was him, but I doubted anything else would respond and was also hunting in Chicago at the moment.  
 
    Waiting as patiently as a tiger hunting prey, I knew when he’d crossed the perimeter as Helen threw up the barrier just inside the three block radius so nothing could get back out. She must have gotten a good sense for him when I’d tussled with him because I didn’t even have to flag her or give a signal this time. 
 
    He didn’t realize he was being tricked, forgetting about the prey when he saw me and his anger taking over and clouding his sense. He didn’t hesitate, racing to me and the circle. The second he passed the line, he was trapped in there with me and actually figured it out faster than others had.  
 
    He snarled and formed his energy into claws as I started chanting the spell to trap him. In a way I was folding the circle up into a sphere that would force him into the box and then lock around it. He lashed out as I kept chanting, not slowing down when I felt his claws slash out at my shoulder and run down my arm, trying to pull me to him.  
 
    Without the necklace he could touch me as could other spirits, and those of us sensitive to them gave them power in a way. He might not have known that, but logic wasn’t always what people felt when desperate and panicked… And that was what the ciemny tygrys felt as he looked at being a caged tiger for all eternity. 
 
    I chanted faster, the words flowing with practice and power as the circle folded up. He tried again, actually reaching behind me enough to start at my ass, but then he moved with the spell and couldn’t hold me, slashing along my hip and thighs. I felt warm blood gushing down my legs, knowing I was going to get yelled at, but not breaking concentration. 
 
    Stepping back when my energy interfered and the spell needed to close tighter, I was at least out of harm’s range. The ciemny tygrys roared, not willing to admit defeat even as it fought with all it had to keep out of the box. I pushed more power into my words, this one strong even if I was able to drain it some. He had gotten enough death and fast to have the energy to spare. 
 
    Finally he was half in and the sphere was closing. Gone were the snarls and rage, but now was the part that hurt me as the cat yowled in pain. I closed my eyes, unable to watch as the soul realized what their eternity would now become. No matter what they had done, no matter how misguided their pact had been, at their core each of them had been a brother giving up lots to help a sibling. 
 
    And in the end, that was the part that cried out to be free and hurt me to entrap in a fate worse than death forever. I would never cage an animal, and my stomach revolted at the idea of doing it even if it was only the spirit of an animal that was part of a shifter, if that made sense. 
 
    With one last yowl, the ciemny tygrys was shoved into the box and the spell wrapped around it. I kept chanting, adding two more layers of protection around it before sinking to my knees in pain. I shot my power against Helen’s barrier so she knew I was done and I needed help. Almost instantly the barrier went down and she ‘ported to me. 
 
    “I know,” she whispered, feeling as I did that just because it was the right thing to do, that didn’t mean it didn’t hurt. Personally I would have chosen the painful punishment of becoming a fledgling vampire from an ancient and locked in the steel coffin until drained. 
 
    Because that punishment had an end. There was death on the table after however long. Trapped in a box for eternity was just that, forever. That was… Horrible. I couldn’t think of anything else to call it. 
 
    “Let me,” Brax muttered, suddenly there and touching my wounded arm. Instantly it healed unlike when Jerome or the healers took care of me. I groaned as he tended to the other claw marks. “How often does she get hurt like this where she has a system for you guys to help her?” 
 
    “Way too fucking often,” Helen grumbled, Jerome echoing her as he was clearly on standby. “I didn’t think you were allowed to heal or get involved.” 
 
    “I can’t change her fate if she’s dying, but anything other than that, yes, I can help and heal,” he answered. “And I mean I cannot as my power won’t let me, not it’s a rule.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I sighed, sitting back on my feet now that I was healed, weak from the blood loss but healed. I met his worried gaze. “Will you help me with something if I asked?” 
 
    “If I could.” 
 
    “You know that was a ciemny tygrys, right?” I waited until he nodded. “I tussled with this one in a different way than the others and got some of its thoughts. This was more than a blood pact between siblings that somehow went wrong or they made a choice after death to continue the fight. A demon possessed this brother at the time and set it all up. It was a trap that none of them agreed to all of this—” 
 
    “And the souls they kill were being collected for Hell then,” he muttered, bobbing his head. “I don’t know how I can help you.” 
 
    “I didn’t know the souls went to Hell then. How is that fucking fair?” I seethed, renewed in pushing to set this right. “Those souls did nothing to deserve that fate. That has to be some sort of loophole!” 
 
    He winced. “Yes and no. Think of it as instead of souls deciding to stay or move on, they were kidnapped and brought to Hell.” 
 
    I nodded, understanding the premise but still thinking it not fair. “If the demon possessed one of them and changed the terms without actually getting a real agreement, that’s also cheating.” I waved off what he was going to say. “It was a demon who was once human.” 
 
    His eyes flashed shock that a lower demon would make such a bold move, but then he smiled. “If you get the name of that demon, you could summon him as a soul and reverse this.” 
 
    “That’s my thinking. Can you help me find him?” 
 
    “Yes, and I know several who would help if you can give us enough information to go on.” 
 
    “We need the last brother before we make a move.” 
 
    He gave a slow nod. “Yes, and summoning a dark spirit taints the person.” 
 
    “Right, which reminds me,” I muttered, making a sheet of paper appear and handing it to Hunt who had also joined us. “That’s who summoned this ciemny tygrys. She did it thinking it would clean up some gangs in her neighborhood, but she fully knew it would kill. That’s murder, using a dark spirit in that way is no different than doing it with a gun. Have the ADA call Helen, there’s precedence for that.” 
 
    “Fine, let me finish here, but then you have plans,” he told me after a moment. He gave a weird look to Brax, and I watched the angel’s eyes go wide, but then he nodded.  
 
    Okay then. 
 
    “You’ll like it,” Brax promised under his breath when Hunt went off to handle the police side. “His mind is on spoiling you for taking your safety seriously and working this hard to protect yourself and everyone else.” 
 
    “That would be new,” I muttered, shaking my head as I picked up the box with the ciemny tygrys locked in it. “Normally someone just bitches no matter what.” 
 
    “Yeah, try having people pray to you and expect miracles down to your very soul,” he grumbled under his breath. 
 
    I shot him a look but then hurried to ignore the slip he’d just made, as I was damn sure no one was praying to the angel named Brax… So what was his real name? And most only prayed to high ranking angels, so how much bullshit had he fed me about who he was? 
 
    Not that I was going to judge him on that. I had lied to everyone for centuries as to who I was. Some might have figured it out, but many could be pissed at me for lying, so it wasn’t something I would judge. Not. At. All. 
 
    Helen promised she had everything in hand, and I popped over to the coven, bringing Brax with me under the building so he could see what only Tommy, Helen, and I knew was there. I showed him a hidden door only I could open, which held some secrets I didn’t want anyone else to know. 
 
    “I don’t know if you can enter since this is technically another plane,” I warned him as I stepped inside. “And I’m the only one who can open the door. If I die, the magic does and everything in here disappears into the void of wherever in theory.” 
 
    He nodded, leaning in the doorway as he checked out the shelves that lined three of the walls. “You’ve trained in Asian magic and beliefs like a priest or priestess to know these sorts of wards and guarding.” 
 
    “Yes, with the ancient Ikuyo who is angry at me.” I bounced my head back and forth as I set the box on a shelf and bound it to that spot, adding another layer of security. “We are mad at each other. She acted in a way I never thought she would after many tried to subjugate us both as powerful women, as many think that always the way. I punished her, and she is undoubtedly pissed at me for that.” 
 
    “You feel guilty for punishing her,” he stated, not making it a question. 
 
    I shrugged. “I lashed out, hurt as I thought we had a bond of lines we wouldn’t ever cross. I was justified, but it was rash, and I did it out of anger, which makes me disappointed in myself, as I should do better than that.” 
 
    “It also frightens you.” 
 
    I nodded, knowing he could sense and feel a lot from me even if he couldn’t read my thoughts. “I am my father’s daughter, and he wasn’t born a monster. Absolute power corrupts absolutely. I never thought it would corrupt Ikuyo, and hopefully it hasn’t completely, but I saw in her what I fear in myself, that I will cross lines I shouldn’t.” 
 
    He was quiet as I backed out of the room and sealed the door. “I think you surround yourself with too many mirrors and people full of love, who don’t treat you as an elder or powerhouse but a person they love, to ever let that happen.” 
 
    “Let us hope so.” I gave him a curious look. “You saw more than four boxes containing spirits in there. Are you not going to ask?” 
 
    “Oh, I suspected you’ve done more than erase one greater demon,” he chuckled, giving me an amused look. “I mentioned trapping them, and you flinched, playing it off like trapping in banishing circles, but I thought you had trapped some of them. I didn’t expect a whole overstuffed shelf of them though.” 
 
    I shrugged. “I’m old, and they tend to piss me the fuck off. Trapped, their friends never know that they’re gone or not where they should be. They would if they were dead. I didn’t know I could erase a demon, but you can call their souls, and those I can wipe out. Getting the names is a joke, but I figure a century or six in those prisons and that will be a viable option.” 
 
    “Smart and beautiful,” he murmured, finally giving me a kiss. “Will you trust me?” 
 
    I saw the mischief in his eyes and thought about his exchange with Hunt. “Yes.” 
 
    Oh, was I ever glad I agreed. Apparently my reward was a moonlit picnic with an array of food and drinks… Along with five of his brothers who worshiped every inch of me like a goddess, Hunt and Brax directing the fun as they sat there and watched. 
 
    When all the fun was over and I was worn out, Hunt gave me the flowers and showed me what was in the shopping bag. I burst out laughing as I pulled out a range of cookies found in stores in Italy. 
 
    “That was the idea I was working on,” Hunt admitted. “I wanted to liven up your snacks, as there’s only so much trail mix you can eat. Plus, you love trying new things and variety, so there’s no reason you can’t try it all when we can pop all around. I have a list.” 
 
    “What’s next?” I asked, beaming at him and how sweet he was to think of that. 
 
    “Salty snacks from grocery stores in Spain.” He shrugged. “I figured I’d hit grocery stores in every country and just see what they have and try it all.” 
 
    “You’re a very good pet,” I praised. “And I’m thrilled with you too, love. Why don’t we get cleaned up and all crawl into bed?” 
 
    “Sounds like heaven,” they both said together. 
 
    Yeah, it did, so that was exactly what we did. 
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    The day after Beltane I was exhausted—as was most of the coven—and enjoying a calm lunch in the cafeteria when Hunt appeared and yanked me out of my chair, kissing me silly and acting like he might jump me right there. I kept trying to ask what was going on, but he would kiss me again until I was getting a bit lightheaded. 
 
    “I love you so fucking much you don’t even know,” he rasped, hugging me to him so tightly my back actually made popping noises. 
 
    “What’s going on, pet?” I asked gently, understanding something was up. 
 
    “The New York Fire Department wants to give you an award,” Helen said gently as she joined us, holding a tablet out to me.  
 
    Hunt moved to hug me from behind so I could take the tablet and see. I gave her a confused look and played the video, my eyes going wide as I watched the footage and heard what the news anchor said. 
 
    “Oh my,” I gasped when the building collapsed. I caught on to what Hunt was so emotional about when a picture of his friend James came on the screen. He had been in the fire when the building had collapsed… And rescue workers had been able to pull him out later because of my charm. He’d managed to activate it when the floor had given out, and it had protected him for the hour it had taken for others to dig him out. 
 
    “Did you have a dream?” Helen asked gently. 
 
    “No, just a gut feeling when I saw him in full gear,” I admitted. “I thought it was just figuring out how to make the charm, but it was irking me that I said I’d work on it after Beltane, so I went back and made charms for each of them. Then I felt settled.” 
 
    “You are a miracle,” Hunt rasped, burying his face in my hair. “I know I will lose them one day, but only after they’re old and live full lives. Maybe not even then, as Jake asked me once about being a vampire or infected shifter. I don’t know but—thank you, Soraya.” 
 
    “You’re welcome, pet,” I whispered, rubbing my hand over his arm. “I’m glad it saved him.” I blinked at Helen when I handed back the tablet. “Did you say an award? Why would they do that?” 
 
    “Because no one ever acknowledges you, and that captain, Jake whoever, put in the request for you to be commended just like one of them would be if they saved a life because you did,” she explained, smiling brightly at me. “And even more, apparently that station has been busy trying to help us get some good PR.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “If you’re willing, they want to start a program where every Sunday one station has a huge potluck for all the energy we could need and we do whatever good with it.” She shrugged. “Clean police cars that show up, fire trucks, buses or subway stations near there, and that way you have access to all the members of the station to make the charms. They’re offering to pay.” 
 
    “I don’t care about the money,” I grumbled, rolling my eyes. “If they’re willing to do all that, I can give them out if they coordinate it all. We have enough on our plates.” 
 
    “We do, but I hired Fern officially to handle this project and the restaurants with Hunt, and she is going to get some of them to donate as well,” Helen added. “Walter got Victor on board to be batteries you can tie to you, and they’ll stuff their faces with free food and get the PR. That station has called others, and they’re totally in on the idea.” 
 
    “Wow, nothing ever goes that smoothly,” I admitted, not able to hide my shock. “Yeah, fine, tell them we’ll do a test run and see how it goes, but that’s all I’ll commit us to. We have a lot else going on and could use help, not more work or things people expect and demand of us.” 
 
    She nodded. “I agree, but I think this could be the right crossover of restaurants who want your attention to donate to even get on your radar, and you can decide from there.” 
 
    Hunt nodded. “Sometimes people just need to know how to help. The vampires were more than willing to guard your stores during Beltane, and not a one has bitched from what I heard.”  
 
    “I think the firehouses should group together,” I admitted. “There are as many as police stations, right? Pick five in the same area to have the pot luck, or it could be years before I get to even a fraction of them. I mean, we’re talking fifty-two Sundays a year.” 
 
    “Good point, maybe even ten,” Helen agreed. “Let’s do five and see how it goes for a trial, and then we can add to it or break up cities and plan it out. Rotate big cities with smaller ones for easier weeks. I’ll make the announcement.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    She shrugged. “I’m all for people offering to throw us a party and help instead of burning us.” 
 
    “She’s kidding, right?” Hunt worried when she left. 
 
    “No, Hunt, that’s a lot of our history,” I sighed as I sat back down. “Even here in Chicago years back. I practically begged Jerome to wear a charm so people thought he was white during the civil rights movement. Black and an enchanter? Fuck, he was—it got bad. I was seconds from leveling part of the city when I saw him enduring people throwing rotten food and bottles at him.” 
 
    “I don’t think I’m all that young until you talk about stuff like that,” he admitted, sitting down across from me. “But we’re still on happy.” He moved his hand over mine. “I love you. Thank you for saving my friend.” 
 
    “You’re welcome,” I murmured, turning my hand over in his. I wasn’t sure what I was going to say next, but a paper appeared on the table, and only a few people I knew could send me messages that way, so it instantly caught my attention. 
 
      
 
    Congratulations on your victory over the ciemny tygrys. One less dark spirit able to be summoned to our plane is a blessing. 
 
    When you have time, please come see me or allow me to visit. I have prayed on your judgement and what you said and owe you an apology and thanks. I also hope Haru is well, as I know he is safe with you. 
 
    Ikuyo 
 
      
 
    “Wow, today is just trying to shock the shit out of me,” I muttered. I smiled at Hunt. “Want to have dinner in Tokyo after I speak with Ikuyo? Are you off work at the normal time?” 
 
    “I should be unless there’s a call. I’ll let you know if there is.” He glanced at the paper before meeting my gaze. “You’ll wait for me? You’ve known her forever and would know if it was a trap, but her anger was—” 
 
    “Yup, I’ll go with backup, as she surprised me last time misbehaving like that.” 
 
    “Thank you,” he breathed, leaning in and kissing me. “I’ll show my appreciation tonight.” 
 
    I eyed him over as I licked my lips. “Can I get a pass for whatever I want after I behave and take you out in Tokyo?” 
 
    “Please.” 
 
    Damn, he was good. I got a few ideas and was ridiculously excited for the night, sending Ikuyo a note when to expect me. He reminded me that the next round of fun snacks was at the front desk, and then I really wanted to do nothing but play with him. He was taking this spoiling me seriously, and I was so all about it. He made it clear he planned to change the percentage of people being jerks to people spoiling me. 
 
    I could get on board with that. 
 
    Today was snacks from grocery stores in Brazil, and there were a few I fell ridiculously in love with and wanted to know if there were more flavors. This was seriously one of the coolest ideas anyone had ever come up with for me, and I felt a strange feeling of being loved when I enjoyed it. Yeah, I knew people loved me, and I loved them too, but it was different. 
 
    A man loved me for me, not what I could give him or wolves or the perks or any of it. He loved Soraya. After a thousand years of people seeing me as nothing besides a way to get what they wanted, it was a shock. 
 
    Hunt showed up in the warehouse a few minutes after five and gave me a hug. “I seriously need to treat you better for letting me teleport. Not matter how much it scared me, not having to deal with Chicago’s rush hour traffic is a damn miracle.” 
 
    “I like being appreciated,” I purred, turning in his arms. I gave him a soft kiss and shared a few of the snacks I’d held for him to try. “Good, right?” 
 
    “Yeah, I love these chips,” he agreed, checking out the bag. “What are they doing so differently? It’s like between regular chips and cardboard baked ones.” 
 
    “Less time fried?” I didn’t know, shrugging. 
 
    We popped over to the front desk and told them what to add to the list of treats I liked before I brought us over to Ikuyo’s compound. Hunt moved behind me slightly in a guard position, armed from work and checking things out. I barely noticed though as I was focused on Ikuyo, my day of shock continuing in a big way. 
 
    “I woke with the same look on my face when I realized it yesterday,” Ikuyo chuckled, nodding to her five new, unbound tails. “Apparently the gods have forgiven my sins after I prayed and searched my soul.” 
 
    I gave her a suspicious look as I moved closer. “Forgive me for my doubt, old friend, but you are a woman of wrath, not self-reflection.” 
 
    She gave me a sad smile. “Aren’t we both? Tell me you did not lash out at me so harshly in part as I crossed lines you worry you might one day?” 
 
    I couldn’t, simply nodding in acceptance. “It’s why I came right away.” I gave her a hard look. “Part of it was shock. I never expected that of you, Ikuyo.” 
 
    “Me either,” she whispered as she gestured to the floor pillows for us to sit. We did, and she poured us prepared tea. “Yes, the one I planned to mate him to was my family, but it wasn’t for his power, but to know I trusted who he would mate, as there would be many who would kill him for the high price he would fetch. Hunters search for the most powerful and rarest of us.” 
 
    I nodded, thanking her for the tea as I accepted the cup. “I didn’t know the climate here had changed in such a way.” 
 
    She gave a slight nod. “Not publicly, of course, that’s killing people even if we’re not as valued as humans, but the underground market for us and any shifter pelts are raging stronger than any ivory trade ever was.” 
 
    “You could have come to me.” 
 
    “Yes, because you sit there and count your toes,” she chided me. “I thought I had a handle on more than I did, and then I was suddenly in a hole too deep, making bad decisions I didn’t see the full weight of. It wasn’t some thing, but it was a sudden realization.” She took a sip before letting out a slow breath. “I thank you for pulling me back before I crossed a line I could not forgive myself of.” 
 
    I nodded, taking a drink as well. “We will all be there at some point. I worry for myself, you guessed that correctly, and especially now.” 
 
    “Now that everyone knows you are the last Warloc and head of all enchanters?” 
 
    I rolled my eyes. “Did everyone know? Here I thought I was being slick, and apparently I was an idiot.” 
 
    “Oblivious at times you may be, but you are never an idiot, Soraya,” she promised. “Most of us guessed. Those of us alive when you were born did, as it was the greatest secret all those in power knew that Nicholas Warloc lost his mate and son during the birth of his daughter. What we didn’t know until after you ran was how he treated you, abused you, as many would have taken action against that.” 
 
    “Why? Why risk that when none involve themselves with enchanters?” 
 
    “The same reason you saved Haru,” she answered honestly. “You are a force to be reckoned with, and it takes too little at times to turn out evil instead of good. That first domino pushed over can determine a lot more than we’d like.” 
 
    “Ain’t that the fucking truth,” Hunt grumbled under his breath, wincing when we both glanced at him. “I apologize. That was uncalled for.” 
 
    Ikuyo’s eyes flashed shock before waving her hand and revealing another pillow that was around the table. “It’s quite alright. Please sit, lover of my friend. I apologize for not acknowledging you sooner, as I thought your status was of last time.” 
 
    “Thank you, but I would stay standing to guard Elder Devil,” he muttered, his tone worried. 
 
    “He’s not buying the change of your attitude,” I chuckled, knowing she felt the same. “His distrust is one of his greatest assets as the one to guard my back, as I tend to jump.” 
 
    “We all have to.” She glanced at Hunt. “What she’s too kind to say was this is more my normal temperament, and last time you saw me was the shock. I had spiraled out of myself in not only my actions but panic to keep so many safe. Soraya saved me and gave me the smack upside the head to step back and find my center again. The gods have approved if they have restored the tails she took in punishment.” 
 
    “I’ve never seen it in all my years,” I whispered, studying them. “Do you wish me to bind them?” 
 
    “Yes, I would, and also I wish to tell you what I have realized in my praying.” She waited until I nodded. “I wish to aid you in this problem with the veil. The forces on this plane and pushing from others is what helped throw me so far off myself.” 
 
    I considered that, nodding. It made sense given how in tune kitsune were with nature and even spirits from their ancestors to dark ones as they were unnatural. “Your aid would be welcomed for sure, but I thought you had enough on your plate.” 
 
    “Yes, but the gods made it clear to me that you were the advice I needed to help seek, and if I could aid you in this monumental burden, you could easily help me with mine. I’m not sure how, and I believe they wanted me to feel the humbling of asking you specifically after you punished me, as the moment I decided to contact you, I woke with my tails restored.” 
 
    “Can you hire Victor to hunt hunters here?” Hunt suggested quietly. “The angels agreed to give you juice or whatever, right? Set up circles here, and with the power I’m getting from her, there’s no way she couldn’t protect them.” 
 
    Ikuyo studied him before smirking at me over her cup. “I see why you keep him around. A man with an intelligent mind but who doesn’t demand to take over is like catnip to powerful women who are too used to being bulldozed. Yes, I believe that is the term to use.” 
 
    “It is, and he’s right. If you are fine working with the ancient vampires I know, they handled several situations for me recently with hunters and terrorists. I have chi fizzies that would flare up the hunters to be found, and they could send a powerful message if they were found all in international waters or something.” 
 
    She was quiet a few moments. “Interesting, definitely worth considering. With your permission, I would speak with Helen, as her ability to predict the way things fallout after action taken is unrivaled.” 
 
    “Yes, but be patient, as I overwork her, and she keeps fighting me to give her more help.” 
 
    She nodded. “I will offer her aid. I have had more come into my fold who could use the work and save them from boredom, as too often people only need to know what to do to help to offer it.” 
 
    I smiled, relieved to hear that from another source in one day. We finished our tea, and I bound her tails to her, glad she was back to the Ikuyo I knew. She would always be a hard ass, a pain in my ass at times, but that was healthy to make sure we found the best answers. The woman I’d seen last time was one I didn’t recognize, and she was right that witnessing that and how fast it happened was terrifying. 
 
    Maybe I did surround myself with the right sort of mirrors in the eyes of people I loved so I never strayed that far from the path. Plus, I was extra careful when most people would let things slide. Everyone in my coven was interrogated before they were allowed to join. We’d never had a traitor that way. Someone might have thought that too much, but I’d trusted a cop, and Hunt had been sent for me. 
 
    A mistake I wouldn’t make again, which was why Hui Yin was interrogating all of the enchanter elder heirs. Yes, it was over the line, but that didn’t make it the wrong move. If people had nothing to hide, there was no reason not to. I didn’t care what was in their closet as long as they weren’t a threat or hiring enchanters. 
 
    Cheating on a mate? 
 
    Didn’t care. 
 
    Cheating on a mate by raping people? 
 
    Yeah, I fucking cared. 
 
    Cheating on your taxes? 
 
    Didn’t care. 
 
    Cheating on your taxes and funding terrorists or selling enchanters? 
 
    Yeah, I fucking cared. 
 
    Wanting people in your family to die a horrible death? 
 
    I didn’t care as long as there was a valid reason. I’d wanted that of my father. Wanting them to die because they were firstborn was bull, and trying to make it happen was something I cared about.  
 
    So the lines were pretty clear, and Hui Yin, Tommy, and I would never tell anyone what we found unless there was a situation that shouldn’t be ignored. Everyone had shit to hide—everyone—but there was a difference between it being embarrassing and criminal. 
 
    “I heard Samuel talking to Tommy about taking down the guy who tricked Fern,” Hunt said after we had left Ikuyo’s and were getting some street food in Tokyo.  
 
    “Yes, such a shame,” I chuckled, loving to take down predators and make them realize everyone was prey to someone. “She wasn’t the first, but she will be the last. His wife wasn’t happy to learn all of this either, as she magically was given everything to divorce him and get more than her fair share.” 
 
    “You’re not letting her off that easily,” he challenged. 
 
    “No, because she allowed herself to be ignorant, not wanting to know how they got their money or the secrets she kept like she wasn’t part of it. Samuel will leave her with enough to start over and become someone else’s trophy wife, but there are several women who will get their compensation for what her husband did. Along with a good deal of tenants he screwed over at a few of his apartment buildings.” 
 
    “And those apartment buildings?” 
 
    “I haven’t gotten that far,” I admitted. “There have been a few things on my agenda recently. There’s no rush, as he’ll be in jail a very, very long time. I told Helen to do whatever she thought best.” 
 
    “I love when you delegate and let people help you,” he murmured, his arm snagging around my waist, his hand massaging my hip.  
 
    I glanced up at him with a smirk. “Does my being the big boss turn you on, pet?” 
 
    Heat filled his eyes as he stared down at me, licking his lips slowly. “Yes.” He leaned down until his lips brushed mine. “And you’re the boss of me tonight. Whatever you want from me, right?” 
 
    “Yeah, pet, I’m going to take everything I want and exactly how I want it tonight, and you will beg me for it again and again it will be so good.” 
 
    “I’m done eating,” he lied, his hand tightening on my hip. 
 
    “Fib again and I will punish you instead of just play.” 
 
    He was quiet a moment. “That dress looks ugly on you and makes your ass look flat.” 
 
    “You are…” I shook my head, seeing the truth in his aura. “Keep it up.” 
 
    He did. The shit actually did. I nodded along with his slights and lies, both of us knowing exactly what he was doing. I sent extra food back to my apartment, knowing I’d need the calories and maybe to tease Hunt with some of it. Finally when we were full, I popped us home, changing out my dining room table with a different type of table that had straps and restraints on it. 
 
    I waved my hand and secured Hunt to it, stripping him as I did. I leaned over him and kissed him softly. “Do you want to apologize, pet?” 
 
    “No, punish me,” he moaned, completely into being restrained and at my mercy. 
 
    “Remember you asked for it,” I taunted, tapping his collar and changing it in a few ways, one of which was not allowing him to orgasm but also to excite his nerves and make his dick ultra sensitive. Then I made a large candle appear and lit it, letting the wax drip onto his naked body. He liked it, hissing and getting excited. 
 
    Except then I really punished him, using the candle wax like hair removal wax. His eyes went wide as I used my power to rip it and the hair underneath off. He groaned, a section of his happy trail now gone. I moved higher, my pet not exceptionally hairy for a werewolf, but there was a sexy smattering of chest hair. 
 
    “I prefer a smooth, hairless chest,” I purred, letting the wax drip over his nipples and where he had hair. “Do you want to apologize, pet?” 
 
    “No, do whatever you want to me,” he panted, swallowing loudly for what he knew was coming. 
 
    “I would even if you apologize. I might just be less mean,” I reminded him. 
 
    He gave me an indecisive look but then stuck to his decision. I melted when it hit me he was intentionally giving me an outlet for my darkness, too much of it affecting me lately. Shit, he really was willing to be whatever I needed. That was sexy. 
 
    I still punished him. A few minutes later he had a hairless chest. No more happy trail… And learned what it felt like to have a full pubic wax. I even flipped him over and did his ass. Yes, I was that mean, as I could have done it all with magic and painlessly if I really wanted him that way. 
 
    “How much do you think it would hurt to do your legs?” I murmured as I moved the candle over his thigh. “Or do you want me to flog you?” 
 
    “Whatever you want, Soraya,” he whispered, his dick leaking on his stomach as his heated gaze stayed with me. “Punish me.” 
 
    I saw an image in his mind, almost flinching in shock. He’d loved when we’d had sex and I’d wrapped my hands around his throat. I couldn’t hurt him, but it was a level of trust that had meant something to him, and he’d found it exciting. 
 
    Apparently we were both learning about pushing limits with each other and finding new things we liked, as him spanking me was not something I would have thought to love. I set the candle down before moving over him and taking his dick in me. I moved my hands to his throat as I bounced on him, taking everything I wanted while not letting him finish. 
 
    “You are so beautiful when you orgasm,” he breathed when I had to stop, my knees hurting from being in that position so long. “The way you let go, how free you look, and that sexy smile when you know it’s coming is my fucking catnip.” 
 
    It was hard not to blush. All my years having sex and with many, many men, and yet Hunt seemed to pay more attention, care more for my pleasure than any others had. I didn’t acknowledge the praise though, using my magic to change the room so he was chained with his hands over his head. I flogged him, noting he didn’t dislike it with his ultra sensitive dick, but he wasn’t all that into it. 
 
    Except he liked how much I enjoyed it. And I really did.  
 
    I pushed him further and further, using spells and toys, letting him experience his first anal play, until he was whimpering with need. Finally I changed the location to my room, chaining him to the wall and moving to the bed. 
 
    “Doggy want my ass?” I teased, getting on all fours and sticking up my ass in an offer, having played this with him before. But that was when he’d been just my dog, not my well treated pet and acknowledged partner… And his wolf hadn’t seen me as his mate. “Do you deserve it?” 
 
    “No, but I want you,” he growled, pulling against the restraints now.  
 
    I glanced at him over my shoulder and licked my lips as I used magic to get myself ready, moaning for him. “Are you strong enough, doggy? Can you break free and take what you think is yours?” 
 
    “You are mine,” he snarled. I watched as he broke out of the restraints with a howl, on me an instant later. He shoved in me roughly as he bit my shoulder deeply, sounding more wolf than man in that moment. “I’m not your fucking dog. I’m your wolf, your wild wolf, and you are ours.” 
 
    I changed his collar to let him finish as he ravaged me with every ounce of his strength and pent up need I’d been fanning the flames of. I screamed in bliss as he brought me again and again. 
 
    “Oh fuck, oh fuck, it hurts so good,” he hissed as he climaxed, his whole body jerking with the force of it as he held me tight enough that I ached as he took from me what he needed. When we finished, we were both twitching together. Hunt took a long sniff of my hair as if committing my scent to memory. “Are you mine, Soraya?” 
 
    “Yes, pet,” I moaned, letting him have the win after rocking my world so good.  
 
    He gently pulled out of me and lowered me to the bed. “Don’t move. Not one inch.” 
 
    “Fine, but I’m still waiting for an apology,” I warned him. 
 
    He grunted and walked out of the room, confusing me until he came back with his phone. Did he seriously think I’d let him take a picture of me like this? No way. Phones got hacked and worse all of the time. Before I could tell him it wasn’t happening, he leaned over and sank his teeth in my ass cheek, making me moan as his wolf gave me another erogenous zone. 
 
    “Perfect,” he praised as I heard the clicking of his phone taking pictures. 
 
    “Pet, no,” I argued, still panting from how wiped I was. 
 
    “Yes,” he chuckled, turning me over and taking a few more. He set the phone on the dresser and moved over me when I opened my mouth, kissing me quiet. “Yes because you’ll come up with some spell to keep my phone from getting hacked, won’t you? Self-destructing pictures that only I can see when I need to see something happy when work gets to be too much.” 
 
    Well, when he put it like that… “Fine, but you’re getting spoiled.” 
 
    “I am,” he agreed, giving me a serious look. “I didn’t mean anything I said to provoke you. You are perfect, your ass is never flat, you look amazing in everything you wear.” He kept going, negating everything bad he’d said as I used my magic to clean us up and we crawled into bed. 
 
    I smirked at him over my shoulder when he was done. “You still said it. Bad pet.” I sent him back to his apartment, smirking as I blocked him from coming back. I wasn’t really mad, but I couldn’t be too forgiving or he might get a big head. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
    15 
 
      
 
    “The New York City Fire Department thanks our good friend Soraya Devil for not only saving one of our own, but making this event happen,” Jake told the reporters gathered at his station.  
 
    I turned slightly so they couldn’t see my face but he could, giving him a look to shut up before pulling him down enough to kiss his cheek. I spun around and smiled at the media. “I think every woman likes to be good friends with hot firemen, and yes, my coven is friends with all first responders. Thanks for coming out, and I hope you all enjoy the rest of your weekend.” 
 
    Jake just smiled and waved, gagged magically until I could explain why that was stupid. I made sure not to touch him as we walked back into the firehouse so people didn’t read into anything he said other than it being the normal scripted line. Once we were inside and away from the eyes and cameras, I took off the restraint.  
 
    “What was that?” he asked, his tone concerned but also sounding a bit miffed like I’d rejected his friendship bracelet or whatever the current generation did like that. 
 
    I glanced around and saw Helen sitting with Hunt and his other friends, working on her tablet. “How many times have people tried to abduct or hurt you because you matter to me?” 
 
    She snorted. “I have long given up keeping count, Soraya.” 
 
    I glanced at Jake. “Hunt’s different. He’s a wolf and a cop. Anyone would have to be insane to go after him, but his Alpha’s put pressure on him. A wolf elder. I’m sure others with the CPD.” 
 
    Hunt sighed heavily, confirming it without needing to say it. 
 
    “We can take it,” Jake argued. “We—” 
 
    “It’s to protect her as well,” Victor said in between bites of food. “What would it do to her if you were hurt because of her? If Hunt lost a friend because someone tried to use you against her?” He let that settle in a few moments. “It’s why Hunt wasn’t front stage next to you, as people could make the connection to use you while he stands at her side.  
 
    “He has no family, and old friends after moving don’t register to most.” He cleared his throat and wiped his mouth with his napkin. “She was a child when she found out the pain one feels when the pawn used against someone. A nest I had punished for drawing attention to vampires decided she was the best way to hurt me and almost killed her, killed one of my nest who I treasured that protected her.” 
 
    I gave Jake a kind look. “You wouldn’t blame me for it no more than I ever blamed Victor, and I didn’t. I was a child and angry someone killed Rue when I loved her, angry she gave her life to protect me, and just angry, but it wasn’t his fault.” 
 
    “Angry it gave you the curse of seeing spirits,” he added under his breath so the humans couldn’t hear, acknowledging what else I’d lost that day and how it had almost cost me my sanity as well. 
 
    “You’re right, I’m sorry, I didn’t think of it like that,” Jake apologized, sitting with a huff. “It never seems you have friends, just critics or people demanding more of you. I thought showing you were normal with friends and people who cared in your corner would—” 
 
    “I appreciate it,” I promised, reaching over and rubbing his arm before plopping on Hunt’s lap. “It just tends to backfire, and I couldn’t bear if Hunt resented me because bringing me around got one of you hurt.” 
 
    “Did you resent me?” Victor asked quietly. 
 
    “Yes, but I was a child,” I muttered. “I knew it wasn’t your fault. I was simply angry all the time, plus, you pushed me away, and I thought you were angry with me for not using my magic to protect Rue.” I cleared my throat and knew we were in sensitive territory. “I thought you loved her in a romantic way, as she never seemed to do wrong in your eyes.” 
 
    “No, she was my friend only, and even if I forgave her what I would not others, she never had any ill intent, which was what made me punish people,” he said after a moment. “Is that why you never noticed my love for you?” 
 
    I shrugged and then sighed when I realized he wouldn’t let this go. “Victor, there were many factors in that, we’ve discussed this. It wasn’t just that you acted as an elder brother or guardian even when I became a woman, but I was infatuated with Andrew, and even if that wasn’t how things were, I would never have betrayed the one who loved you when I cared…” I closed my eyes, debating changing his memory. 
 
    “Who? Who loved me?” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter,” I snapped. “It’s a thousand years later. Let it go.” 
 
    “Me, she means me,” Walter said quietly. 
 
    “What? You’re in love with your nest leader?” Keegan snapped, getting to his feet and glaring at Walter with hurt and anger. “Then what the fuck have you been doing with me? Are you just having fun with the first gay guy you came across?” 
 
    “No, no, Keegan,” he said firmly as he reached for his arm. He flinched when Keegan pulled it away. 
 
    “But you love him, right?” He glanced between Walter and Victor. “We couldn’t be more different. Is that why? Am I the rebound?” 
 
    “Keegan,” I whispered, hating I’d started all of this. “Walter would never do that.” 
 
    He ignored me, acting the brat he could be when upset. “I can give you way more than he could. You can’t bite me, but I said you can have my blood, and you have no idea how—” 
 
    “Keegan,” I snapped. That wasn’t a topic for so many to hear. 
 
    He gave a swift nod, letting me know he heard me. “No answer?” 
 
    I blinked, and Keegan was in Walter’s arms, the vampire kissing the enchanter with all he had, lifting Keegan up and wrapping him around Walter. Keegan responded but then pushed at his chest. 
 
    “No, no, I’m not letting you go,” Walter growled. “I have been happier these past few weeks with you than I have in so, so many years. I admitted it was me because Victor would pester Soraya to death and I wanted to tell him anyway, settle my past and have closure. I hate myself for being too chicken to ever tell him. I want you, Keegan. I don’t love him anymore.” 
 
    “Promise?” Keegan asked, giving him a worried look. “Because you said this was real, and I want it to be real. No one ever wants real with me.” 
 
    “Well, you are a brat,” Jerome drawled.  
 
    I flicked my wrist and broke the chair out from under him as Helen threw her water at him. Well, that would teach him to be a jerk during important times. 
 
    “Thank you, I love you both too,” Keegan told us.  
 
    “Yes, this is real,” Walter promised, brushing his lips over Keegan’s. “I want you as mine. You may think none want real with you, but you have too many admirers, and I do not like it.” 
 
    Keegan smirked at Walter. “Will you let me put a collar on you like Hunt has?” 
 
    Walter’s fangs slowly slid out. “We will discuss it at length, in private, along with this idea of me drinking from you, as I have reservations of anything hurting your perfect skin.” 
 
    “I happen to know healing magic,” Keegan murmured, running his fingers over Walter’s fangs and making them recede. “Anything else you’d like to discuss in this talk? Anything good I’d like?” 
 
    “Yes, I have need for you, and I don’t like when you don’t sleep in my bed,” Walter admitted as he sat down again, putting Keegan on his lap. “Anything else you want to yell at me for?” 
 
    I shook my head; he really did like Keegan’s bratty side, which worked because Keegan needed someone like that after how he’d grown up and his past. Maybe we all did at times. When Hunt’s hands massaged my hips, I wondered if he liked my saucy side as well. 
 
    Actually, I knew he did. 
 
    “I’m still stuck on realizing you are gay,” Victor admitted, blinking at Walter like he’d never seen the man. 
 
    Walter shrugged. “Most of us never spoke of our romances or bed partners. Andrew made such a show of his trysts and bedding of every woman he could that the rest of us had our fill of that. Did you ever hear me speak of a woman either?” 
 
    “No,” Victor whispered, giving me a confused look. “How did you know?” 
 
    I shrugged. “I saw it in his aura.” I shook my head and answered what I knew would come next. “It would flare when he looked at you, and I was too young to understand lust. I saw in yours for me when I did something to make you feel your love for me, and it was the same for Rue, Walter as well. I never saw the difference, but I was young and behind in training.” 
 
    “How is the training for the elder heirs?” Hunt asked quickly, knowing how the topic made me feel. Or at least guessing. 
 
    Victor ignored him, glancing at Walter. “I’m sorry I never realized. I’m very sorry for the position I put you in with helping me stay connected to her or even used your relationship at times.” 
 
    Walter nodded, hugging Keegan to him for the comfort he seemed to need to handle this discussion. “I never minded. I wanted you happy, and you loved her as much as you could. As much as I wanted her to come home too, as she was my family as well, I hid things from you about her, as that wasn’t what she wanted.” 
 
    What he was speaking of hit me like a ton of bricks. “He doesn’t know you were the one who found me, saved me that night, and made me go to Sangria?” 
 
    “No, I never told him,” Walter admitted, clearing his throat. “Only that I left the nest to try and find you, angered at him and Andrew for what they had done.” 
 
    “You came back and said she was safe, you heard she was safe,” Victor muttered, giving Walter a dangerous look. 
 
    Walter shrugged. “I did not lie. I heard from Sangria that she would protect Soraya with her life and help her.” He gave Victor just as dangerous of a look. “Did you want to hear how I found her near death, torn apart by what you and Andrew had done, and wishing for death instead of falling into her father’s hands as he killed the healer to find her?” 
 
    I swallowed loudly, not liking we were doing this so publicly. “Falling in love with James and him finding his mate, making me lose another home, had a lot to do with it all too. Knowing another died to protect me when it was that healer’s greatest fear did a lot of damage as well.” 
 
    “How is the training with the elder heirs?” Hunt growled, and I could about feel the warning look he was giving Victor and maybe Walter. 
 
    “It’s just starting,” I answered, rubbing my hand over his thigh so he settled. “Hui Yin and his nest have been interrogating them, and I wasn’t surprised to find several of them are horrible people. Three seats are officially lost to elder families. Once that part is concluded, I plan on making the announcement of how many seats are open, and I will entertain other coven leaders.” 
 
    Helen smirked while still looking over her tablet. “Giving you the chance to interrogate even more and weed out even more bad, as most are sticking their heads in the sand until the dust settles or they assume you’ve moved on. Most think this won’t hold your focus, as the picture a lot of covens have is you are a rebel against our ways, frivolous and an airhead who flits all around.” 
 
    “How can people think that when she’s got such a huge empire?” Jake asked, not hiding his shock well. 
 
    I shrugged. “Robin Hood had his band of merry men that kept him going and made the cause a reality. Most believe my coven handles all of it while I hop around and simply perform ancient magic I’ve somehow learned instead of the reality.” I bounced that around. “Well, they’re not wrong on how much my coven handles. Helen, Jerome, Keegan, and Tommy handle an insane amount of everything.” 
 
    “We do add a lot as well,” Keegan muttered, shifting his weight. “And you saved all of us, boss. I would never have had the chance to learn a fraction of what I did without you.” 
 
    I gave him a loving look. “Yes, you would have. You would have bugged any and every enchanter you could find to get them to teach you more. You soak up knowledge like a sponge and still stop to clean up a kid who falls in the mud because you can. You want everyone’s lives easier because life is hard enough; it’s why you pushed hard for the cleaning supply line, as you could make something easier.” 
 
    He shrugged, reaching over and picking up a cookie from one of the platters of food. “We might be the best, have the best prices, but not everyone can afford a cleaning person, and it’s a way for those people to have a bit easier time cleaning as well. As long as they don’t expect it for free and value it.” 
 
    “Annie is performing tonight,” Hunt told me under his breath before slipping his phone into his pocket, using the chance to touch my ass.  
 
    Helen glanced up at me with a smirk. “Tommy about threw a fit when he learned you were going to some private club he hasn’t checked out the security for.” 
 
    I shook my head. “Of course he did. No, no way. Hunt checked it out when he thought I wasn’t paying attention. I have known Tommy since he was an ankle biter. He does not need any more insight into my idea of fun. It’s—no.” I saw a flash in Helen’s aura, and my jaw almost dropped open. “If you want to go there with—” 
 
    “No, thank you,” she cut in, looking back at the tablet. “I think we’re on a slower path and will start with something lighter to explore if we want. Besides, he had some feelings I want completely settled before we progress to sex clubs and that sort of commitment.” 
 
    “I feel like I should apologize again,” I grumbled. 
 
    She shrugged. “I don’t see why. He realized he had feelings for me as well, so I’m not your replacement. We have all the time in the world, and if he has problems, I’m sure you or Hunt will figure some way to make him realize it again and again and act jealous.” 
 
    “Yes, whenever, sure, of course,” Hunt blurted, clearing his throat when I moved my hand over my face.  
 
    “Why is he so excited to make Tommy jealous over Helen?” Keegan asked, narrowing his eyes at us. 
 
    “Because of the reward he got after Tommy carried Helen off when he poked Tommy into realizing he was jealous,” I answered, giving a shrug as I smirked. “I give good rewards.” 
 
    Hunt snorted. “Good? More like life altering. Glorious. Magnificent. Exceptional. Brilliant. Glorious. Incomparable. Glorious. Marvelous. Glorious.” 
 
    “You said glorious four times,” Keegan drawled. 
 
    “It was,” Hunt groaned, hugging me to him. “Fuck, it was. Gods, it was so glorious. Shit, anytime, Helen, seriously, any fucking time you want him jealous please tell me.” 
 
    I burst out laughing, unable to take it anymore. I laughed so hard it was only his arm that kept me sitting. It took me several minutes to calm down, fanning my face it was so hot from laughing that hard. “Well geez, pet, I think I know what to get you for your birthday and any holiday ever.” 
 
    “Seriously, what did you give him?” Keegan hissed at me, letting me know he wasn’t going to let it go. 
 
    “I had a foursome with Sangria and two humans we fancy, Annie and Fern, at the club for everyone to watch, and then he joined us, showed all the men there he was my pet and could have me.” 
 
    “So you got every straight guy’s lesbian fantasy and four women took care of you?” Jake asked, his eyes wide as his friends stared at him with disbelief. 
 
    “It was glorious,” Hunt groaned, hugging me to him. “There wasn’t an inch of me that wasn’t being sucked, touched, or pleased. I thought my heart would give out and I would die among four naked, beautiful women who were having as much fun with each other as me.” 
 
    “I appreciated you helping Helen,” I purred, feeling all the other eyes. “She’s a sister to me.” 
 
    He chuckled. “Plus, I’m fairly certain Annie and Fern are in love with you now, even Tricia seemed to be.” 
 
    I shrugged. “I like to play with women now and again, and they are lovely, but I enjoyed how much you liked it mostly.” 
 
    “It was glorious,” he groaned again, everyone laughing this time. 
 
    I smirked at Keegan. “You’re not the only brat in our family. He spoiled me rotten for days after since I was late in giving him his reward. It’s why he’s barely stopped touching me all day and his fingers keep running over his bites.” 
 
    “I didn’t realize I was doing that,” Hunt admitted, clearing his throat. “Sorry.” 
 
    “No you’re not,” Helen muttered, shaking her head. “You keep touching the one on her thigh so Victor sees it and remembers who is in her bed and doesn’t try anything.” 
 
    “Not on purpose. That would upset her,” he argued, moving his hand off my leg and back to my hip.  
 
    “How’s the reception so far?” I asked Helen as I leaned forward and picked up the next fireman’s hair so I could work on the charm.  
 
    Jake, John, James, Bret, and Warren had it sorted and were keeping track of it. They had several strands of yanked out hair in small envelopes from each person in the five fire stations I was doing today. All I had to do was make the charm and slip it back in the envelope and they would handle it so I didn’t have to get too involved.  
 
    Also making it clear that it didn’t handle the issues of air, blocking smoke, or providing breathing filters, so they still had to get people out fast and use the air tanks they went in with. I’d only agreed after they’d showed me the tanks they all wore and how it worked. Plus, we were giving each station captain the number for the coven front desk if they couldn’t get someone out so we could.  
 
    Other than that, Jake was right and I wasn’t Superwoman to handle everything for everyone. I had a lot of people who depended on me and was stretched too thin already. I could give them aid if possible, but sometimes people had to help themselves. 
 
    “Good,” Helen admitted. “Entertaining Seattle’s offer to host next after all the nice stories their press and news say about how we help the economy has finally gotten through to some assholes that while we’d never try to curb freedom of speech, reporting only shit about us or fanning fires of hate and negativity can have consequences.” 
 
    “I think we should do Chicago first,” Keegan interjected. “The new police chief made a very nice statement about the changes in CPD and how under him no bigotry will be tolerated and we were all Chicagoans and that was what mattered. He also said you were to be treated with respect, as the boys and girls in blue always behave that way towards the people they date or marry.” 
 
    “Oh boy, expect a new friend,” I teased Hunt, flinching when he didn’t say something. “What?” 
 
    “His office has already called to invite me to lunch. I was going to bring it up to you.” 
 
    I realized we might need to have a discussion I had been putting off. “Do what you feel is right if you plan to make Chicago your home. I mean, why you transferred has changed, and I didn’t know if you wanted to move back.” 
 
    “You idiot woman,” he sighed, leaning his forehead against my back. “No, I’m not moving back to New York. Yes, my friends are here, but I can visit anytime. I will miss it, but there are—so much darkness was here for me too. I love Chicago and the life I’m building there. I like working with the CPD more than NYPD even with the shit that happened. Most importantly, you are there.” 
 
    I shrugged as I finished the charm, sticking it back in the envelope. “I don’t think I’m an idiot for not knowing your feelings when you haven’t told me that or anything of your plans.” 
 
    “I didn’t know it was welcome as your pet, and we’ve had a lot going on.” 
 
    “Glad we settled that then,” I accepted after a moment. “Have lunch with the police chief if you want. If you feel he’s asking to make up for the shit the old police chief put you through, good. If you think it’s about me, invite Helen as the president of PI to join you.” I shrugged. “I’m still miffed.” 
 
    “You are?” Helen asked, not hiding her shock well.  
 
    I rolled my eyes as I moved onto the next charm. “Yes, because I’m known for not holding grudges. The old police chief is gone, but several officers who agreed with him, treated me like shit at crime scenes—implying I was a whore and killing frogs and worse—are not. I must have missed their apology they haven’t sent. I believe one gave a statement saying the college murders were my fault for not having thought of dorms.” 
 
    “I didn’t hear that,” Helen admitted. “I think Hunt should ask why he’s being asked to lunch. He wouldn’t normally as team lead—” 
 
    “Lieutenant Hunt could have lunch with a new police chief given his new promotion and they’re talking about expanding SPU in bigger cities to help the smaller areas,” Jake cut in. 
 
    I froze, going ridged on Hunt’s lap. “Promotion?” 
 
    He cleared his throat. “It’s not about you, I promise. I passed the CPD Lieutenant’s exam after I transferred. They promote through the list as needed, and my turn came up.” He sighed when I didn’t respond. “You were avoiding me at the time, Soraya, because of everything you had going on. I wasn’t hiding it or kept it from you.” 
 
    “I apologize for missing something important,” I muttered, finishing the charm and sliding it into the right envelope. “Did you celebrate yet?” 
 
    “I sort of took Beltane as my celebration,” he teased me. 
 
    I rolled my eyes. “Yes, drinking the punch and begging me for a baby is a great celebration.” I shot Keegan an annoyed look. “Which I believe you still have penance to give, as you gave him the punch.” 
 
    He cleared his throat and reached for another cookie. “I’ve apologized, as I forgot shifters had that sort of response instead of just horny and Viagra fun. I promised to clean his station and all the squad cars for the next six months, as he was really upset he pushed you for babies when you’ve been together two whole seconds. His words even.”  
 
    “Good.” 
 
    “Though he did lie about wanting one with you,” Keegan added, busting Hunt. 
 
    I gave him a bored look. “Yes, thank you, darling, I can see his aura as well and read his thoughts. He doesn’t want a child now even if he’s thought about having one with me. That’s the important part, as he can’t help his thoughts.” 
 
    “Sorry, right. Just didn’t want any…” He trailed off and shrugged, like he didn’t know how to finish that. I knew what he meant. He didn’t want anyone hurting me or lying to me again.  
 
    I decided to be a brat. “The only time I’ve thought about a child, I only thought of you and asking you to be the sperm donor.” I bit back a smile as a fly farting could have been heard in the room.  
 
    “You are such a—” Keegan burst out laughing. “Could you imagine the heads that would have exploded if they ever found out?” 
 
    “Yes, which is why I thought of it,” I admitted, smiling at him. 
 
    “I’m missing a few things here, and I know more than anyone else here,” Jerome admitted.  
 
    I shrugged. “Keegan promised Aunt Soraya he wouldn’t tell until I thought the time was right.” 
 
    Keegan rolled his eyes. “How many decades has it been since I’ve called you that?” 
 
    “You were so damn adorable when you did,” I teased him. I gave him a wink. “You can tell Walter. I know he will keep the secrets of someone he loves even if it means death.” 
 
    Keegan’s face went pale before he reached over and took Helen’s tablet. “Which elder families lost their seats?” 
 
    “Not the one you’re worried for,” I promised. “They annoyingly passed their interrogations even if they have dark hearts and lots of plans to take over in their tiny heads.” 
 
    “You’re an elder’s bastard?” Jerome gasped, his eyes going wide. “Are you firstborn?” 
 
    I blinked at Jerome, never having thought of all people he would let such a big cat out of the bag. “Did everyone here need to know that?” 
 
    He winced. “No, sorry.” He gave me a pained look. “Sorry, Soraya.” 
 
    “You’re making me more of that healing cream,” I bitched as I started altering memories of everyone in hearing range that shouldn’t know that. 
 
    “You didn’t change me,” Hunt muttered when it was done. “Why?” 
 
    “Because I trust you, pet.” 
 
    “I love you too,” he breathed, hugging me to him. 
 
    Well, I wasn’t there yet, but I could at least admit I trusted him and wanted him in my life. That was way more than I would have thought of myself, so it was progress.  
 
    I would take progress instead of darkness any and every day. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
      
 
      
 
    Please Review 
 
    I know it’s annoying, I hate doing it too. But it really, really helps the author with Amazon’s search algorithms. I appreciate the kind and constructive reviews, I truly do.  
 
    To say THANK YOU for taking the few minutes to review (and all the reviews to my other books I hope you leave), here is an extra chapter delving into Soraya’s past. Go review and there will be one on the next book, hee hee. So please go review any and all of my books! 
 
    Love, 
 
    Erin 
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
    Extra Chapter 
 
      
 
    Some Years Ago 
 
      
 
    I sat in a café in Paris with my presence cloaked, waiting for the one who’d asked for the meeting. I trusted the wolf Alpha who had contacted me that someone needed me, but I hadn’t survived as long as I had by fully trusting anyone, as someone could fool him. I’d had meetings like that before and too often. 
 
    A young enchanter entered with her head down, glancing around but trying not to draw attention… Except she was gorgeous and clearly out of her element, which meant she immediately attracted the attention of a few men who saw her as an easy target. I watched as two approached her, making sure it wasn’t an act or ploy. No one was that good, and the distress in her aura was real. 
 
    “Why are you bothering my sister?” I asked in French, the translator charm I had on my necklace working like always. “Did she not tell you she was meeting someone?” 
 
    “She’s meeting with me now,” one of them answered harshly, telling me to piss off.  
 
    “Last warning,” I purred, smirking at him when he turned to snap at me. I reached out and touched him, sending him off the coast far enough that it would be a huge pain for him to get back to Paris. Just for kicks, I sent the other guy as well before grabbing her arm and taking us out of there as another safety precaution. 
 
    “Thank you, Enchantress,” she whispered, wiping under her eyes. “I’m sorry, I tried to not draw attention.” 
 
    “You’re beautiful and alone, that is enough to make you prey to some,” I forgave, leading us to a street vendor when I saw in her aura she was hungry… And she was eating for two. I bought us some food and found a bench, as she was also tired. “What did you need from me?” 
 
    She tore into the food hungerly, hurrying to swallow and thank me before answering. “My parents offered my virginity to an elder to gain favor. Most do it now before asking or threatening so it’s a gift and—” 
 
    “I know,” I interrupted, seething mad at the topic and yet too terrified to do anything to stop or help it. I wasn’t sure I could, and I was but one person. Going against twenty-one elders was insanity. “So you ran?” 
 
    “No, I agreed because what other choice is there?” she rasped, hanging her head in shame. “They would punish my family if I did, and even if I hate them for offering me, I would have been shunned as well, and they threatened to cut me off, sell me as a whore. Instead, my mother lied and did not use the spell to protect me, but rather used a fertility spell.” 
 
    I blinked from her to her stomach that was not yet showing. “Are you saying you carry an elder’s bastard?” 
 
    “Yes, his firstborn son,” she whispered, shame so thick in her aura I about choked on it. “She hoped to make me his mistress, his whore who gave him a son when his mate has not given him any children. She thought of what it could do for our station, not thinking what he might do to me or this child. I ran the second I heard her tell my father it worked and I was with child. She lied to me.” 
 
    “Stay calm,” I said gently when she started to get loud and draw attention. “The fault is not yours. I understand those sorts of hard choices, I do. You did the right thing.” 
 
    “But I cannot—I don’t know what to do,” she choked out. “I am with child of a man I hate, and I cannot protect this child, provide for him. I am terrified, and as you said, I’m nothing but prey after being sheltered from too much as enchanters do their children.” 
 
    “They do it so none risk leaving them and stay possessions they own and control,” I muttered, unable to hide the disgust in my tone. “I can help you. Please, calm yourself and eat. You need the food, and so does the babe.” I waited until she took a few deep breaths and went back to eating. I muttered under my breath and made a charm appear. “Wear this so none of your family can track you.” 
 
    She nodded, sliding it over her head. “None of them know that magic.” 
 
    “Understood, but you carry precious cargo that they will undoubtedly come for if they laid down such a plan,” I explained gently, not wanting her to worry. “I have several havens for enchanters like us who had to run. Are you willing to cook and help when you can? Some have children that I have rescued.” 
 
    “Oh yes, and I can use magic for mending and more,” she promised. “I am not useless or unwilling, simply unknowledgeable of the world, and I would like nothing more than to change that.” 
 
    “Good girl,” I praised, seeing the fire and determination in her eyes now that the panic receded at the idea of help.  
 
    We finished eating, and I brought her to a farm I owned in America where one of my most trusted allies, Jerome, would watch over her, teach her what he knew of healing and more. I also brought gold and supplies to help keep them going, as there seemed to be more and more of us that needed rescuing as she had.  
 
    Months went by, and I didn’t even think about her or the baby as I traveled and helped when I could, until I felt the tingle up my spine that one of the people who had charms of mine needed me. I finished what I was doing and popped over to the charm, blinking at Jerome who never called on me like that. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he said sadly, swallowing loudly. “She made the choice.” 
 
    I didn’t know what he meant until I heard the screams of a woman in labor in the next room. I closed my eyes and prayed for her sacrifice and her spirit to find peace before heading in there to give her the comfort she needed. 
 
    “Please, please promise to take care of him,” she sobbed. “Please, Enchantress, I beg you to take my son as your ward and not let anyone get him.” 
 
    “I promise,” I whispered as I sat next to her bed and took her hand in mine, kissing her skin. “I will protect him with my life if need be. What name do you wish for him?” 
 
    “Keegan,” she mumbled, looking tired and exhausted, and from the amount of blood I’d seen as I’d entered the room, she didn’t have long. “I read it in a story, and the boy was well loved. I wish for my child to be so loved and have adventures of his own.” 
 
    “Keegan is a lovely name,” another enchanter said, giving her a kind smile. “Last push. Time to bring Keegan into this world and hug your babe.” 
 
    “I’m ready,” she choked out, sucking it up and doing what she had to. She cried in relief, laughing as the baby screamed for the first time, tears trailing down her cheeks as she knew this would be her only time holding him. My heart hurt as I watched her kiss her baby and promise he’d have a full life and she loved him.  
 
    And then she passed, nothing but hope for his life she gave hers for. 
 
    “What do we do?” Jerome asked quietly. “We hid her this whole time.” 
 
    I nodded, taking the babe from him after he checked out Keegan. “I know a family with a mother due any day. I will hide him there, people have unexpected twins all the time, and he will blend with that family. He can get papers that way too, I’ll make sure of it.” 
 
    “Who is that child, Soraya?” he asked gently. 
 
    “You don’t want to know,” I murmured. “You will handle her funeral?” 
 
    “Of course.” He leaned over and kissed the baby’s forehead. “Be blessed, little Keegan, and I pray we meet again one day so I can tell you stories of your mother and how much she loved you.” 
 
    “One day,” I agreed, not wanting to hide the truth from the boy, but those who would use him. I thanked them and popped over to the family only to find the mother currently in labor. I froze everyone but her, her eyes going wide as she took it all in from her hospital bed. “I need you to act as if this child is yours. He must be protected, and I will give your family the support to make that happen.” 
 
    She slowly nodded, understanding what I meant, as they were poor, and while I bought charms or potions from them now and again to help their income, this was their chance at a golden ticket. “Can you make them believe this?” 
 
    “I can if you’re willing,” I promised, waiting until she nodded again. “His name is Keegan, his mother said so before she gave her life for him.” 
 
    “I understand,” she panted, her next contraction coming. “Keegan is a lovely name. Make him second born just in case.” 
 
    “Wise, thank you,” I agreed, cloaking myself and Keegan before letting everyone return to normal. After her son was born, I used my power so everyone thought there was a surprise second baby, fraternal twins, and the doctor handled it so Keegan now had everything he needed to be hidden and legal. 
 
    I spoke with the father once the mother was resting, and he agreed as well, especially as I made a satchel of gold appear in his hand and promised more so they were protected better and Keegan had whatever he needed. He thanked me, the relief in his aura heavy as in his tone. He even offered to help other enchanters if I needed it now that they had means to do so.  
 
    That shocked me, as that was dangerous, but I accepted, going further and buying them a new home in a better neighborhood. To the world they received an unexpected inheritance, but it came from me, and I paid them well to protect someone now and again, give Keegan everything he needed, along with still buying potions.  
 
    Years passed, and I checked in now and again, but also Helen handled a lot of everything for me. She alerted me when there was someone who needed to see me that we trusted, and I arrived to find a stunning boy sitting in a park. I recognized him instantly even if I hadn’t seen him in years, as he had his mother’s light blue eyes and curly dark hair. 
 
    And like when I’d met his mother, he was crying. 
 
    I sat down next to him, not hiding my presence, and waiting for him to either recognize me or say what he needed as he knew who to contact somehow. 
 
    “You’re Aunt Soraya. I remember you from when I was small,” he whispered, wiping his eyes. “The Enchantress is my aunt?” 
 
    “No, we are not related,” I told him gently. 
 
    “And those people aren’t my family,” he rasped, tears falling again. He chuckled when I gave him a shocked glance. “Yes, apparently they were willing to pretend I was their family no matter where I came from, as they had no answers once they told me the truth, but kissing a boy made them need to tell me I was no blood of theirs and they wanted me gone.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, I didn’t know they were so closed minded,” I admitted. “I’m sorry you had to go through that and have your world shattered.” 
 
    “Were you going to tell me?” 
 
    “Yes,” I promised, my tone firm. “You were hidden for your protection, not because I ever planned to hide who you were from you. You are how old now?” 
 
    “Sixteen.” 
 
    “I figured once you were eighteen.” I shrugged. “Are you asking, or do you need more time to settle with what you’ve learned?” 
 
    “How dangerous is the knowledge if I was hidden?” 
 
    “Very. I could tell you enough without giving you names, which is the danger. I wouldn’t advise telling anyone.” 
 
    He sat with that a moment. “Please tell me.” 
 
    “You’re the bastard of an elder, his firstborn son,” I said softly, not thinking it was the time to dance around it, as there was no good way to drop that bomb. “Your mother’s virginity was offered by her family, and they tricked her and the elder, wanting her to get pregnant for what it could mean for her family. She ran to keep you safe and died giving birth to you, giving her life to make sure you were born, as there were complications.” 
 
    He buried his face in his hands and broke down sobbing. I rubbed his back before pulling him against me, letting him cry out his pain as I tried to comfort him. It took a while for him to let it out, and I ignored the whispers and stares of any who walked by, not caring in the slightest if he was being loud or making a scene.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” he sniffled as he finally got himself together, using the handkerchief I made appear. 
 
    “I see her in you,” I told him. “She was terrified when I met her, on the run and panicked, that look I see in your eyes of not having a clue what to do and being so lost.” 
 
    “But you helped her?”  
 
    I nodded. “I offered her a chance, and the moment she lost the fear of not doing it on her own, fire burned in her eyes and she was willing to do anything to keep you safe and for you both to have a real chance.” 
 
    “You help others, right? It’s not all myth?” 
 
    “I help as many as I can who are willing to help themselves and not just expect me to hand them everything.” 
 
    “I want to help,” he whispered. “If I have the blood of an elder line in me, I should be powerful. I want to use that and help people like you did my mother. I don’t care if her family were bastards or I have evil blood from an elder, as they’re all monsters. I want to do good with that and learn what I can to help people.” 
 
    “Good boy,” I praised, rubbing my hand over his hair. “You have your mother’s fire, and you will need it to survive in this world, Keegan, but I will teach you and let you help. We’re not alone in the fight, but it will not be easy. Are you up for it?” 
 
    “Yes, yes, this is what I want to do,” he promised, giving me the same look of fire and determination. “Where do I start?” 
 
    “From the bottom. You’re going to learn everything you can, and one day you might just become the greatest secret weapon when we need you.” I gave him an evil smile. “Because someday we’ll have to bring the fight to them, and we will change how the powerful treat the rest of us and stop letting there be so many that need saving.” 
 
    “I’m with you all the way. If my mother gave her life to make sure I lived, I will fight the fight to keep anyone else from going through what she did.” 
 
    “That is the best way to honor the sacrifice of those who died for us,” I said gently, giving him a sad smile when his eyes went wide. “Yes, I’m like you, Keegan, and you will be hated by many for what idiots will see as you taking her life and her power. She did it because she loved you, it was a choice. You stole nothing, and do not let one person make you feel bad about that.” 
 
    “I’ll try,” he whispered.  
 
    I couldn’t even get upset with that, as it was a tall order and one I’d failed with many times. When people said we could only be hurt if we let people, they didn’t have the sort of ammunition to be used against them as we did. It was a pretty way to say we controlled how we felt or felt about ourselves, but the reality was there wasn’t some switch we could flip. 
 
    No, life was more painful than that, and it was the culmination of a lot. And given the hits Keegan had taken in such a short time, he was vulnerable to letting hits in. That didn’t make him weak; it made him just like the rest of us. 
 
    Well, not like the rest of everyone, as he had the power of two enchanters, the bloodline of an elder, and the determination to change the wrongs in the world. That made him special in a way most couldn’t ever understand, and I would protect him always and help him help others as he wanted. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Find A New Series To Love… 
 
      
 
    The Turning: Dr. Kelly Murphy 1 
 
    One Bite Can Change Everything 
 
      
 
    Graduate medical school, start competitive internship, don’t get cut from the program, become a surgeon. It was a great plan. One Kelly Murphy loved and had dreamed of most of her life… And it was blown to hell in a night with an uninvited bite. 
 
      
 
    Now she’s missing three days of her life, trying to handle her freaked out best friend and parents who called the police when she went missing, all as she realizes she’s not the same person she was before. She’s different. Like has fangs different. 
 
      
 
    When he shows up on her doorstep claiming to know what happened to her, Kelly’s not sure that makes things any less confusing. But at least he can guide her, right? Either way, she has a plan and a choice she didn’t make won’t stop her… Even if she might have the urge to bite her patients from now on. 
 
   
 
      
 
    Accidentally Wolf: Seraphine Thomas 1 
 
    Gives New Meaning To Workplace Injury 
 
      
 
    Special Agent in Charge, Seraphine Thomas, lives for her job at the FBI. One of the youngest female agents with her own team, she thrives in undercover work to make the city she loves safer. But Sera’s on-track life is thrown into chaos when she’s attacked during a bust gone bad and is left figuring out what it means to be a werewolf. 
 
      
 
    Right away, she learns that she’s more powerful and able to do things that she shouldn’t be able to do so quickly after her transition. The rules of her old life don’t seem to apply to much now that she’s a shifter, and knowing who she can trust is even more complicated. 
 
      
 
    When she’s transferred to a special branch of the FBI made up of paranormals policing others of their kind and given a promotion, things start looking up—until her abnormal level of power creates a list of enemies for her before she’s even learned who her allies are. 
 
      
 
   
 
      
 
    Rough Beginnings: Karma Bakery 1 
 
    Starting a New Business Takes Magic 
 
      
 
    Imagine there weren’t three main gods of Olympus, but four. A sister who went through something so horrible, so traumatic she left and was written out of history.  
 
      
 
    Arabella Baker and her two adopted daughters are moving to Boston to open a new business and start over. Things will be different this time with the new names and new life. The twins will live on their own at college—though still right in Boston—and experience something a bit more normal. The store she bought has a hefty price, but the location is fantastic, and she got the best spot in the new development… Which apparently comes with an immensely attractive man who owns it all. 
 
      
 
    Nothing goes smoothly in opening a new business though, sample days, crazy busy, and fluff interviews taking dark turns. Honestly, it leaves Arabella asking one main question—why did she think opening in such a large city and right before the holidays was such a great idea? 
 
      
 
   
 
      
 
    Wounded: In My Dreams 1 
 
    Authors Dream Of Their Happiness Too 
 
      
 
    Gas station coffee is the highlight of Lily Slone’s boring outing until fate intervenes… Along with the barrel of a gun and a lost soldier who saves her life. 
 
      
 
    Jasper Hutson—a homeless Marine, discarded by his family after returning home from the war wounded—reacted on instinct. But this one act brings him to Lily’s attention, and not because he saves her life. She sees something else in him. Something no one else sees. 
 
      
 
    Refusing to give up on him when everyone else does, Lily offers Jasper a place to stay and an opportunity to get back on his feet. That one offer will change her world. When they grow closer and Jasper makes Lily’s life so much easier, she’s not sure she can go back to living without him. 
 
      
 
    As life moves forward and they get into their own rhythm, Lily discover something about Jasper that he’s kept hidden. Will she continue to reach for her happily ever after or will they both remain wounded? 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Or A Different Genre… 
 
      
 
    The Coming Storm: Shifting Reality 1 
 
    Pack the Maps, Snacks, and Guns 
 
      
 
    The youngest and one of the smallest of his malamute siblings, Chicago Niska is a computer genius with a knack for getting his virtual fingers into any system he wants. While trying to finagle his way out of one tricky situation he and his family are already in by getting information their leaders want, he stumbles across something that will bring the country, if not the world, to a crashing end. 
 
      
 
    Now if they can just get what he found to the right people without getting killed in the process. 
 
      
 
    On the run across the country to the Paranormal Parliament in the hopes of helping all supernatural kind, he and his older brothers don’t have many options for refuge when every law enforcement agency is after them. There’s only one group in the area that has the power and protection they need to shake the heat… And it’s the one place where there seems to be a great deal of history between two of his brothers and the one vouching for them. 
 
      
 
    But is the price for the help they need more than they’re willing to pay? 
 
      
 
    Family always comes first to Chicago, so he makes a deal with the devil, and a few vampires on the side, to get the help they need to survive the mission ahead. And after a night of passion and a fantasy come true, Chicago has allies he never dreamed of—one even willing to risk his life, joining their mission to spark a relationship with Chicago. There’s not time for love when you’re trying to save the world though… Is there? 
 
      
 
    Things never go as planned, and instead of finding the man of his dreams, Chicago realizes he might end up with a broken heart at the end of the journey. It seems silly to worry about that though when millions of lives are at stake if they don’t get the information he found to the right people. Funny how Chicago can’t seem to focus on much else given it’s his first love and his family will probably live with Aurelo’s coven… If they’re still alive by the time they reach their leaders. 
 
   
 
      
 
    Avoiding Hell’s Gate: Hounds of Hell 1 
 
    They Just Come to Collect… It’s Nothing Personal 
 
      
 
    Stryker Magnus is born into a life no one would ever ask for, pray not to have even. But working for Hell has its perks, such as immortality, and Stryker’s far from evil. He’s really just the delivery man who hates his job. 
 
      
 
    Rafe Damas lives a lonely life, ignored by his only remaining family—his father. When Stryker and his brothers walk into his life, he’s in shock to learn the hounds of Hell are real… And they are there for him. 
 
    But when Stryker goes from trying to take his soul to Hell to protecting him, Rafe starts to fall hard for the man. How could he not for the man who rescued him and is helping him to see all that he’s missed in life? 
 
      
 
    When he realizes Stryker has a jealous temper and there’s much more going on than Rafe was told, he starts to wonder if he made the right decision to trust Stryker. Even the chance for love—no matter how difficult it may be—has to be better than ending up in Hell, right? 
 
   
 
      
 
    Love’s Deceit: Warrior Camp 1 
 
    Older Doesn’t Mean Wiser 
 
      
 
    Dimitri Anslow has been in love with Alexander since he came to the warrior camp as a twenty-four-year-old pre-transition trainee. Fifty years later, he finally has the perfect plan to be with Alexander, at least physically. 
 
      
 
    After their life changing sex, Alexander tells Dimitri that he doesn’t love or want him. Crushed, Dimitri tries everything he can to forget the man, jumping from guy to guy. As Alexander gives him mixed signals, Dimitri tries to come to terms with the fact that his mate may never be his. 
 
      
 
    Can Dimitri move on from the one that owns his heart or is there something worth fighting for? 
 
   
 
      
 
    Shifters for Sale: SeXlection 1 
 
    The Cost of Happiness Isn’t Always Money 
 
      
 
    Born a slave, Joss grew up alone, uneducated, unloved, and dreading the day he turned eighteen and began servicing those who came to the brothel. It’s a horrible life for the cat shifters who have no rights and aren’t even seen as people. The only highlight is the massive parties the brothels throw once every few months to draw in potential buyers. 
 
      
 
    Joss is about to give up the dream of finding a permanent owner—the hope of every slave. But then the mystery man in the white mask buys him, turning his world upside down. While Joss should hate that, all he wants is to make Dencil happy and solve the man’s problems. Will the cost of Joss’s help be more than he can handle? 
 
   
 
      
 
    Recapturing the Illusion: Open Ended Voyage 1 
 
    Not Available Through Your Travel Agent 
 
      
 
    After six years of never going anywhere, nor getting time to do what he wants, Jonah Mendel is taking a vacation. Needing time away from his demanding job and boss, he decides to finally lose his virginity… Fine, he isn’t a virgin but after a six year dry spell it feels like it. 
 
      
 
    What better way than a two week, exclusive, invitation only cruise where giving fantasies is their forte? 
 
      
 
    Part of Whistler Maddos’s job as first mate of the Open Ended is to ensure every guest receives what they are promised. And for Jonah that is the time of his life. But Whistler can’t help wanting Jonah as well… Good thing both desires aren’t mutually exclusive. 
 
      
 
    While making sure the ship and all the extracurricular activities aboard run smoothly, Whistler focuses on teaching Jonah all about paranormal, learning what else there is to life outside of the office, exploring his sexuality, and about Jonah himself. On what was supposed to be a vacation to remember, not everything turns out sunsets and roses. 
 
      
 
    When they not only hit rough water but never ending storms at high seas, how far will they go to be together? And will Jonah even be able to survive Whistler’s tutelage without sacrificing who he is? 
 
   
 
      
 
      
 
    Denver: The Enchanter 1 
 
    9-1-1 Doesn’t Solve Every Problem 
 
      
 
    What daft wanker stepped in it now? That’s the first thing that goes through Dorian Devil’s mind when his phone rings, and he puts his own life on hold to fix someone else’s screw-ups. 
 
      
 
    One call, that’s all anyone ever gets from this enchanter, and Dorian neither makes exceptions nor believes in enabling people not to protect themselves. In order to repair the situation, he must erase the client’s existence from everything. Friends, family, employment… Lovers. Heaven forbid any part of their life is complicated—Dorian doesn’t do complications. 
 
      
 
    Fledgling vampire, Seth Kohler, on the run in Denver, makes his one call to Dorian, unsure of what will happen to him once he raises the paranormal 9-1-1. Turning everything over to Dorian, Seth has to trust in the powers of the Enchanter. Seth, not knowing who or what is hunting him, latches on to Dorian as his personal life support. Will Dorian be able to erase Seth’s existence from Denver or will someone keep on Seth’s trail before Dorian can safely get him to his new life? 
 
   
 
      
 
    Awaken: Crusader #1 
 
    Leave Sleeping Vampires Lie 
 
      
 
    There’s a process, strict guidelines in place for how wake him, and a bloodline specifically in charge of the task and taking charge of Kallikrates. Instead, a stranger comes for him, brings him the sustenance he needs, and intends on leading him on a new crusade. When he emerges from his resting chamber, the world he knew is in ruins. He was allowed to slumber centuries more than normal. 
 
    Why? What happened? Where was the breakdown… And what the hell is that steel beast the guide expects him to step into? It all leaves Kallikrate’s head spinning—languages he knew are unrecognizable, there are whole new continents on maps, and answers aren’t being provided. 
 
      
 
    Yet, somethings never change. Men in power want more of it and to use him as a weapon to get it, treating him rudely. Apparently, they weren’t told, or don’t fully understand, what he is. They will quickly learn their place in life or they will die by his hand and he will simply search for answers on his own… 
 
   
 
      
 
    Pawn: Colosseum University: McCready Crest 1 
 
    Leaders Pick Pawns and the Education Begins 
 
      
 
    Colosseum University—in this arena, paranormals of different species battle to climb a caste system the rest of the world doesn’t even know about.  
 
      
 
    Students are taught it’s a fight to the death to survive, humans who dare visit will probably get eaten by more than lions… And two men may enter, but only one can finish first.  
 
      
 
    Long ago, packs, covens, and the rest of a failing social system were done away with. Instead, crests were implemented, to sprinkle the species equally, while also forcing each new generation to spread their wings, and parents, who might never die, from forever controlling their children. 
 
      
 
    And for someone like Doyle McCready, who knows he’s nothing but a pawn to his parents, the only way to be free of them is to build a crest strong enough… Even if it’s full of issue-laced people like himself. It’s not like Doyle would risk what they’ve built on a whim when he’s committed to their current path. What man would do something as foolish as that for a gorgeous stranger? 
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